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I've  a  Baby  in  Kalamazoo. 


Tune— "Baby  Mine." 


SADIE  DARLINg. 

Copyright,  1875.  by  F.  W.  Uelmick. 


i 


The  Sheet  M  isic  suitable  for  this  Song  can  be  had  of  Henry  J.  Wehman, 
I^o.  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York.    Price  40  cents. 

I've  a  baby  in  Kalamazoo, 

Baby  mine — baby  mine; 
He  can  skip  the  tra-la-loo, 

Baby  mine— baby  mine. 
Re  swings  on  our  back  gate. 
Tackles  peaches  by  tlie  crate. 
On  a  fi.Hi-ball  he  can  skate, 

Baby  mine — baby  mine; 
He  can  eat  a  barrel  of  cake. 

Baby  mine. 

He  makes  faces  at  the  women. 

Baby  mine — baby  mine ; 
In  a  soup  bowl  he  goes  swimming, 

Baby  mine — baby  mine. 
Out  of  the  ash-pan  we  do  yank  him. 
In  his  high  chair  we  do  plauk  him. 
Ok,  heavens,  how  we  spauk  him. 

Baby  mine — baby  mine; 
Eis  face  would  cave  a  bank  in. 

Baby  mine.  -• 

At  the  table  he  is  queer,    •  _      . 

Baby  mine — baby  mine; 
Stuffs  the  pan-cakes  in  his  oar. 

Baby  mine — baby  mine. 
Rubs  molasses  on  his  nosa. 
8pills  the  mustard  on  his  clothes, 
lie  jabs  the  hash  between  his  toes,  ■ 

Baby  mine — baby  mine; 
And  we  wash  him  with  a  hose. 

Baby  mine. 

THte   GRANITE   MILL  FIRE. 

Tune— '•  Wreck  of  the  London." 

The  wheel  gc  es  aently  round,  my  friends,  and  time  is  on  the  wing, 

A  leisure  mo  nev^  ril  employ,  and  a  .sonj;  to  you  111  sin^ 

About  them  ]  loor  unfortunate  souls,  on  the  nioniliii?  hriKht  and  still, 

That  leaped   or  U/e  from  the  buri>in(f  out  of  the  Kraiiite  mill. 

'Twas  on  the  iJtb  of  September,  the  mom  was  bright  and  clear. 

The  wheel  w  snt  round,  the  people  worked  with  a  pood  and  faithful  cheer: 

But  hark !  th  b  cry  of  fire  is  heard  fnJm  voices  loud  and  strong. 

The  alarm  fr  )m  seventy-four  ranjc  out,  'tis  the  Kranite  number  one. 


of  Jesolatlon,  the  fire  had  begun— 

wheel  Uke  lightning,  from  room  to  room  It  nin ; 
h  istening  in  their  fright,  and  working  with  a  will, 
e  the  unhappy  souls  from  the  burning  granite  mill, 
est  windows  they  clung,  in  wild  despair, 
shriek^g  in  their  utter  woes,  and  others  knelt  in  prayer; 

from  that  six  story,  which  made  the  stronjj  hearts  chili, 
dead  and  dying  around  the  granite  mill. 


The  work 
From  bolt  to 
The  people 
Trying  to  sa 
Up  in  the 
Some 

They  Jumpec 
To  gaze  on 
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The  sight 
The  deepera' 
To  see  the 
As  the  fire- 
Oh !  where 
Where  is 
Thus  mourn 
Bearing  the 
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yi  lUng ; 
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The  Music 
of  » 


sad  and  mournful,  most  piercing  were  the  cries— 
and  daring  stood  by  with  tearful  eyes, 
and  beautiful  perish  as  they  looked  on, 
fi4nd  was  raging  in  granite  number  one. 

my  three  children,  the  widowed  mother  cried, 
,  Maggie,  Annie— they  were  my  only  pride 
uUy  this  mother  wept  as  a  group  moved  slowly  oih 
)odie3  of  her  children  from  the  granite  number  one. 


Norah,  the  Pride  of  Kildare. 


o' 


this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
leots,  by  llenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chathum  St.,  Now  York. 


The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cent«,  by  lienry  J.  Wehman,  90  C1tat>h4im  St.,  New  York. 

Sadie  d«rling,  pretty  flower. 

Do  y«u  not  remember  well, 
In  your  little  cot  of  roses,  -  .     '  j 

Living  .stories  we  tVid  tell? 
WhcFe  the  niewy  birds  were  singing, 

Blithe  and  UR-rry  in  the  dell. 
Where  so  oft  we  sat  together. 

For  we  b«th  were  loving  well. 

Ciioui's. 

Sadie,  darling,  fondest  treasuce. 

Say  you  never  can  forget. 
For  I'll  s©on  be  with  you,  darling; 

Sadie,  dear,  I  love  you  yet. 

Wlien  t^le  golden  tinge  of  sunset 

Ushered  in  the  stars  above,  • 

Then  I  sat  beside  you,  darling. 

For  I  ditimed  you  as  my  love. 
Then  Hie  moon  with  glory  beaming, 

Fleated 'm»ng  the  stars  so  bright. 
Then  I  kissed  y<m  and  cjiressed  you. 

On  that  calm,  sweet  Summer's  night. — Cfwt'us. 

I've  been  sad  since  last  we  parted. 

In  that  Summer  long  ago,  I 

For  you'vo  sent  no  word  to  cheer  m^  ' 

When  you  knew  I  l«ved  y«u  so. 
But  we  seen  wiU  meet,  my  darling. 

For  I  Iftve  you  ever  true ; 
Darling  Sadie,  I'm  returning,  .^ 

For  I  love  none  else  but  you. — Chorum. 

•  *♦— v,-;"  ■ 

THE  PALLET  OF  STRAW. 


Ttme- "  Over  the  HiHs  to  the  Poor-House." 


The 


Sheet  Music  suitable  for  this  Song  can  be  had  of  Henry  J.  Wehman, 
No.  50  Cliat'ham  Street,  New  York.    Price  40  ceuta. 


As  beawl  eo«s  as  Flora,  is  charming  yoiuig  Norah, 
The  joy  )/  my  heart  and  the  pride  of  KiloaFe; 
I  ne'er  w  iM  deceive  her,  for  sadly  'twould  grieve  h&r 
To  flod   hat  I  sighed  for  another  less  fair. 

Ciiouus.  >  *■ 

Her  leart  with  truth  teeming,  her  eye  with  smHes  beaming,^ 

mortal  could  injure  a  blossom  so  rare 
As  Korah,  dear  Norah,  the  pride  of  Kildare?       •-  i 

Wbero'er  I  may  be,  love,  I'll  ne'er  forget  thee,  love, .  1 

Though Iboauties  H»ay  smile,  and  try  to  ensnare;  I 

Yet  not4iQg  shall  ever  my  heart  from  tliine  sever,  | 

Dear  N^ah,  sweet  Norah,  the  pride  of  KMmre. —ChoTms.  I  and 


I'm  sitting  alone  in  a  garret, 

Whiks  t4ie  sleet  and  the  snow's  falling  down. 
Yet  God  knows  I  am  hungry  and  dying, 

And  I'm  waiting  for  Jeskie  to  come. 
I  .sent  her  out  early  this  morning. 

To  Urwig  me  some  pennies  or  bread. 
But  I  tliink  when  my  little  one  comes. 

She'll  liud  that  her  mother  is  dead. 

Chorus. 

I'm  cold,  I'm  hungry  and  helpless. 
And  my  loved  ones  I'U  never  see  mow, 
!   For  I'm  ayiog  alone  in  a  garret. 
On  a  thin  little  pallet  of  straw. 

Would  to  God  that  my  child  had  a  father,  ,    " 

Or  some  one  to  watdi  o'er  her  with  eare. 
Or  some  kind-hearted  friend  to  protect  her, 

Tiu'ii  I'd  die  without  sorrow  or  fear. 
Should  the  storm  keep  my  child  from  returning 

To  her  mother,  .so  hclple.ss  and  sore, 
Who  is  sitting  alone  In  her  garret. 

On  a  thin  Rttle  pallet  of  straw — 

I'm  cold,  and  I'm  hungry  and  heljiiess,  &c. 

When  I  parted  witii  .Tessie,  this  moaning, 

SIjc  kissed  me  good-bye,  a^id  slie  said: 
"  I  sown  shall  return,  dearest  mamma. 

Whether  I  get  i)ennie3  or  bread." 
But  the  night's  coming  on,  and  I'm  weaker, 

Ai^d  I  tliink  I'll  see  Jessie  no  more. 
For  when  i^e  comes  back  she  will  find  me  ' 

Lying  dead  on  my  pallet  of  straw. 

Chorus. 

She's  parted  from  cold  and  from  hunger, 
And  her  loved  one  she'll  never  see  more. 

For  .she's  lying  dead,  up  in  a  garret. 
On  a  thin  little  pallet  of  straw. 


— What  is  ttiat  which  a  la(lY,«6ver  had,  and  never  can  have, 
yet  she  has  it  in  her  poy^ttf^o  present  to  another?    A  wife. 
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Keep  in  de  Middle  ob  de  Road.^ 

CopyriRht,  18T8,  by  Geo.  D.  Newhall  &  Co.  ■ 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Weliman.  50  Cliathaui  .St.,  New  York. 

I  hoar  dcm  angels  a  calliii' loud — 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road;  .- 

Dey's  a  waitin'  dar  in  a  great  big  crowds — -  . 

Keep  in  de  midtlie  ob  de  road.  .  , ,; ' 

I  see  dciii  .slan'  rouii'  <le  big  while  gate; 

^ye  nuj.-^l  liabi>le  alosig  lose  wi'  git  too  late, 
Fo'  'taint  no  use  fo'  to  sit  down  and  wail — 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  do  road.  .  ^    •' 

Cii.oins. 

Den,  cliil'rcn,  keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road; 

Den,  eliirren,  keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road; 

Don't  you  look  T?)  de  riglit,  don  I  you  look  to  de  left. 

But  keej)  in  de  middle  ob  de  road. 

I  ain't  got  time  fo' to  stop  an' talk —        '■ 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  roa<l; 
Kase  de  road  am  rough,  an'  it's  hard  to  walk — 

Keep  iu  de  middle  oJ>  <ie  road. 
I'll  H.x  my  ejes  on  do  golden  stair. 

And  I'll  k<'ep  on  a  gw  ine  till  1  git  dar, 
Kase  my  head  am  bound  fo"  de  crown  to  w'ar — 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road. — Chorus. 

Come  an'  join  in  de  weary  ban' — 

Keep  ill  de  miildle  ob  iie  ro.id; 
Kase  we  bound  fo'  home  i.i  d(!  happy  land — 

Keeji  ill  de  middle  ob  de  road. 
Twrn  your  kick  on  dis  world  ob  sin. 

Knock  at  de  door  an' dcy'il  lit  you  in, 
Kase  you'll  neblier  git  stub  a  eliance  agin — 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road. — Ckorua. 

Dis  world  am  full  ob  sinful  things — 
Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road; 

"When  de  feet  gits  tire<l.  jnit  on  de  wings — 
Keep  in  do  middle  ob  de  road. 

If  you  lay  down  on  de  road  to  die, 
An'  you  watch  dem  angels  in  de  .sky. 

You  kin  put  on  wings,  and  git  tip  an'  fly- 
Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road. — Chorus. 


Our  Army  and  Navy  of  Blue. 

Copyright,  ISrs,  by  E.  H.  Harding.  1 


t 


BIDDY,   THE^ALLET   GIRL. 

Copyrijrlit.  isra  1)y  E.  n.  Harding. 

Tlie  Music  of  tliis  Suns  will  bo  sent  to  anv  a'ldress,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      ccut:«,  by  Uenry  J.  Wtlunan,  50  C'liatliaui  St.,  New  York. 

I  am  a  gay  laboring  man. 

And  1  have  a  beautiful  daughter,  ;, 

Who  never  did  care  much  for  w^ork — 

It's  her  mother's  own  wish  that  she  aughter. 
It  .seems  that  she  fancied  the  stage,  ; 

!So  I  granted  her  final  request,  -j 

And  now  .she's  a  beautiful  dancer,   • 
And  ranks  along  with  the  best. 

Cnoiti's.  .  . 

On  the  stage  she  is  Madame  La  Shortic, 

But  her  right  name  is  Biddy  Mc('arthy; 
She  brings  home,  at  night,  and  at  matinees, 
■■  •  '        Large  baskets  of  (lowers,  and  also  bouquets. 
OhI  she  IS  my  only  dauiihter, 
■'  And  I  am  the  man  I  hat  taught  her 

To  wear  spangled  clothes,  and  go  nmnd  on  her  toes. 
And  there  is  no  such  girl  as  Biddy. 

■W^h en  .salary  day  does  arrive. 

All  tnmbie  and  toil  it  does  smother, 
For  just  the  day  before  that,  there  w:is  a  kick — 

The  girl  had  been  .scolded  by  her  mother; 
She's  courting  a  clerk  in  the  bank. 

Who  sees  her  safe  home  at  the  door,  -,,  ■'     ., 

And  jiays  a  big  gang  on  the  gallery,  ;.        :f 

To  aj)plai(Kl  iu  a  perfect  uproar. — C^iorus. 

Last  Saturday  night  T  got  paid; 

I  thought  1  would  go  to  the  theatre,  ^  ^\ 

And  take  the  old  woman  along;  ,  *. 

In  the  parquette  in  front  I  <iid  seat  her,  . 

Wiicn  Biddy  came  out  for  to  dance,  ■\\  •  , 

My  son  Danny  was  up  in  the  tier,        .  ■■  :     -.     .' 

He  cried,  "  Go  in,  sister  BiddjM  "  "  '    ' 

When  they  bounced  him  right  out  on  his  ear. — Choru*. 


The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

List  t»  the  music  while  I  sing  a  lay 

In  praise  of  our  flag,  boys,  tiials  wav'd  for  many  a  day  I 

It  sheltered  our  soldiers  and  .sailors  so  true. 

It  covers  our  Army  and  Navy  of  blue. 

,|;  ■' ■ -' -'•,'    "  Chouus.  "■'■-■-". 

I  Over  heads,  boys,  flaunting  to  the  breeze; 

Up  to  the  peak  greeting  all  lands  and  seas! 

The  emblem  of  Liberty,  ever  so  true, 
r  That  covers  our  Army  and  Navy  of  blue. 

Peace  be  our  motto,  charity  our  cause, 
Faith  to  our  colors,  respect  for  our  laws; 
F'riend.ship  our  greeting;  our  flag,  as  it  flew. 
Inspired  our  brave  Army  and  Navy  of  blue. — Chorus. 


THE   TURNPIKE   G-ATE. 

Sung  by  Repiolds  and  Walling. 


I  am  thinking  of  the  day  when  btit  a  little  child, 

I  wautleFcd  o'er  the  meadows  to  the  hill 
Where  tiie  s\v«<t  flowers  grew,  and  forever  growing  wild. 

And  tl>e  sin  am  e'er  flowed  by  the  mill. 
Bikt  the  oid  nwM  house  lias  gone  to  decaj';  j 

I  loved  vt.  a«Ml  so  did  darling  Kate,  !_  j 

And  Hie  n»il*<r  he  lies  sleeping  wherethe  gentle  iTreeees  Wow, 

And  we  i^a-yed  'ueath  the  turnpike  gate. 

■   '  ■       ■".       '-'A-  ■•■■■■ '^       Chorus.         ■-' ■'■ 

For  the  t-ur.nfx1ie  gate  is  the  pride  of  my  heart; 

I  loved  it,  and  so  did  darling  Kate; 
When  she  sitsl)eside  me  now,  there's  a  smile  upon  her  brow, 
^  That  reminds  me  of  the  turnpike  gate. 

And  the  old  school  hou.se  has  gone  to  decay. 

Where  the  schoolmaster  heard  us  recite. 
And  those  hai>py,  happy  days  have  faded  from  our  view. 

When  our  little  hearts  were  filled  with  delight. 
And  when  the  school  was  out,  we  would  wander  to  the  spring, 

Where  I  drew  for  you  pictures  on  j'our  slate, 
And  those  happy  childhood  days  they'll  come  again  no  more, 

When  we  played  on  the  turnpike  gate. — Chortis. 


KITTY  TYRRELL.       |    ' 

The  Mnsic  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

You're  looking  as  fresh  as  the  morn,  darling,      j 
;  You're  looking  as  bright  as  the  day, 

I        But  whilst  on  your  charms  I'm  dilating, 
-:  You're  stealing  my  poor  heart  away. 

I        Here,  take  it  and  welcome,  mavourneen — 
;  Its  loss  I'm  not  going  to  mourn. 

But  one  heart  is  enough  for  a  body, 
j  ",         So,  pray,  give  me  yours  in  return, 
'  ,     Mavourneen,  mavourneen. 

So,  pray,  give  me  yours  in  return.     • 

I've  built  me  a  snug  little  cot,  darling, 

I've  pigs  and  potatoes  in  store, 
I've  twenty  good  pounds  in  the  bank,  love, 

And,  may  be,  a  pound  or  two  more. 
It's  all  very  well  to  have  riches. 
But  I'm  .such  a  covetous  elf 
{    :     I  cant  help  .sighing  for  something, 
'  And,  darling,  that  something's  yourself, 

Mavourneen.  mavourneen, 
!■  And,  darling,  that  something's  yourself. 

,  j  You're  smiling,  and  that's  a  good  sign,  darling, 
I  .  Say  yes,  and  you'll  never  repent; 

i  But  if  you  would  rather  be  silent, 
I  Your  silence  111  take  for  consent. 

'  TlKit  good-natured  dimples  a  tell-tale; 
I  Now  all  that  I  have  isv'our  own ; 

I  This  week  you  may  be  Kitty  TyrrelJ, 
-;  .         Next  week  you  will  be  Kitty  Malone, 

'  .  Mavourneen,  acushla; 

/ ::  You'll  be  my  own  Mrs.  Malone. .;  "i  / ". . 


il 
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Little  Brown  Cot  on  the  Hill. 


The  Music  of 

or  35  ueAta 


CopyriKbt,  ISM,  by  Firth,  Son  &  Co. 

1  his  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
by  llenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 


tie 


I  rcme  oiber  the  little  brown  cot  on  the  hill, 
Wh4re  I  lived  iu  the  bright  long  ago, 

musical  sound  of  the  murmuring  rill, 
beside  the  brown  cot  used  to  flow ; 
to  others  no  beauty  iu  it  might  appear 
could  wake  iu  their  bosoms  a  thrill, 
re's  nothing  on  earth  to  my  heuit  was  so  dear 
tliat  little  brown  cot  on  the  hill.      i 


And 

Thai 
Thou 

Tha 
Yet  th 

As 


.£  I 


Ciioiius. 

It  was  lonely  and  old,  and  in  Winter  'twas  drear, 
\.nd  the  winds  could  assail  it  at  will, 

Yi  it  there's  nothing  on  earth  to  my  heart  was  so  dear 
(Is  the  little  brown  cot  on  the  hill. 

Long  J  go  in  that  little  brown  cot  I  was  born, 

And  there  passed  all  my  boyhood  away; 
On  its  jorch  I  would  sit  from  the  first  blush  of  morn 

Till   he  close  of  the  long  Summer  day; 
Or  I'd  play  in  the  cool,  .shady  woods  tliat  were  near. 

And  my  shout  would  ring  merry  and  shrill. 
Till  fatigued  I'd  return  to  my  mother  so  dear. 

In  tl  ,e  little  brown  cot  on  the  hill.  —  Chorus. 

It  is  yi  ars  since  I  parted  my  friends  at  its  door, 

Wht  n  I  left  them  to  wander  away. 
And  I  sigh  when  I  think  that  they'll  meet  me  no  more. 

For  hey  sleep  iu  thfe  churchyard  to  day; 
But  al  hough  iu  this  world  I'll  not  meet  them  again, 

I  wi  1  cherish  their  memories  still. 
And  n  raembrance  forever  with  me  will  remain, 

Of  t  le  little  brown  cot  on  the  hill. — Chorux. 


When 


The  Music  of    hia  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,"post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      uei  ts,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 
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This 


these  Old  Clothes  were  New. 


rears  ago  I  looked  a  swell,  sirs, 
walking  cane  and  purse  as  long; 
ed  the  ladies  in  Pall  Mall,  sirs —    • 
that  game  did  not  last  loug. 
mariied  got,  to  my  misfortune; 
Froib  that  day  every  penny  tlew. 

1  I  spent  the  marriage  portion — 
ihy  wedding  day  these  old  clothes  were  new. 


We  w(  nt  to  church,  so  blythe  and  merry 


hat  of  mine  was  new 


and  light; 


We  drrnk  our  crusted  port,  our  sherry. 
And  ev'ry  eye  was  beaming  bright; 

But  vc  u,  poor  hat,  can  tell  the  hist'ry 
Or  \  here  we  go,  and  what  we  do;        • 

But  h(  w  you  stand  it  is  a  myst'ry — 
Thii  k  of  the  days  when  you  were  new. 

And  y  )u,  poor  coat,  have  got  quite  seedy — 

I  ne  ^er  cuffed  you,  speak  the  truth ; 
You  c  innot  say  that  I  was  greedy, 

I  fili  L*d  your  pocket,  yes,  forsootbj> 
For  every  morning  you  I  studied, 

And  alter  dinner  open  thr«^w. 
And  s(  Idom  were  your  skirts  e'er  muddied — 

I  ke  )t  a  trap  when  you  were  new. 


And 
YouJ 


y)u, 


I  tO( 

But  fa 

For 

And 


y  )u. 


poor  boots,  were  bright  as  any — 
really  were  a  lovely  pair; 
Cleani|ig  you've  cost  many  a  penny— 
k  you  with  me  ev'ry where; 
ewell  to  the  soles  departed, 
ny  poor  toes  they  do  peep  through, 

poor  tops,  look  quite  faint-hearted- 
different  now  t'when  you  were  new. 


DOor  gloves,  my  hands  did  shelter, 
rtill  1  hold  you  in  my  love; 
ough  the  world  went  belter  skelter, 
true  friends  living  hand  and  glove; 

clothes!  we  part  too  soon, 
fer  a  pauper's  suit,  grey  or  blue; 
die  in  a  poor  law  union, 
othes  I  hate  'though  perhaps  quite  new. 


UP  AT  JONES'   WOOD. 

Copyright.  1880,  by  E.  II.  Dardiag. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
o/      cents,  by  ifenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  tfork. 

As  sung  by  Murphy  and  Maok. 

You  may  talk  about  your  pic-nics,        *'"  • 

That  go  so  far  away; 
Off  to  Coney  Island,  * 

Or  else  to  Rockaway. 
There  is  nothing  suits  me  better, 

When  the  l)ree/.e  would  do  you  good, 
As  to  spend  a  moonlight  evening 

L'p  at  Jones'  Wood. 

Cnouus. 
It's  there  the  pretty  girls  you'll  see 

Waltzing  all  around; 
Oh!  my  lovely  Sally, 

I'll  never  leave  this  town.  .       - 

I'll  take  you  in  the  evening, 

When  the  breerc  would  clo  j'ou  good, 
And  I'll  hug  you  and  I'll  kiss  you. 

Up  at  Jones'  Wood. 

I'll  ask  you,  lovely  Sally,  \  :■ 

If  you  will  be  my  bride; 
We  will  wander  arm-in  arm,  love. 

By  the  lone  East  Hiver  .side. 
It's  then  I'll  await  your  answer, 

And  be  it  bad  or  good. 
And  I'll  hug  you  and  I'll  kiss  j'ou 

Up  at  Jones'  Wood. — Chorus.  .    ' 

^OVER  THE   GARDEN   WALL. 

As  sung  by  Xed  Barry. 

The  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
©f      cents,  by  llenry  J.  Welinmn,  r>0  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 


Oh!  my  love  stood  under  the  walnut  tree. 

Over  the  garden  wall ; 
She  whisper'd  and  said  she'd  be  true  to  me. 

Over  the  garden  wall. 
She'd  beautiful  eyes,  and  beautiful  hair. 
She  was  not  very  tall,  so  she  stood  on  a  chair, 
And  many  a  time  have  I  kissed  her  there. 

Over  the  garden  wall. 

Chorus. 

Over  the  garden  wall. 

The  sweetest  girl  of  all, 
There  never  were  yet,  such  eyes  of  jet. 
And  you  may  bet  I'll  never  forget  - 
The  night  our  lips  in  kisses  met. 

Over  the  garden  wall. 

But  her  father  stamped,  and  her  father  raved. 

Over  the  garden  wall,  :     .' 

And  like  an  old  madman  he  behaved. 
Over  the  garden  wall. 

She  made  a  bouquet  of  roses  red. 

But  immediately  I  popped  up  my  head. 

He  gave  me  a  bucket  of  water  instead. 
Over  the  garden  wall. — CItorus. 

One  day  I  jumped  down  on  the  other  side. 

Over  the  garden  wall. 
And  .'*he  bravely  promised  to  be  my  bride. 

Over  the  garden  wall. 
But  she  scream'd  in  a  fright,  "  Here's  father,  quick, 
I  have  an  impression  he's  bringing  a  stick," 
But  I  brought  the  hnpression  of  half  a  brick, 

Over'the  garden  wall.— CV(or«». 

But  where  there's  a.will  there's  always  a  way — 

Over  the  garden  wall; 
'  There's  always  a  night  as  well  as  a  day — 

Over  the  garden  wall. 
We  hadn't  much  money,  but  weddings  are  cheap, 
So  while  the  old  fellow  was  .snoring  asleep. 
With  a  lad  and  a  ladder  she  managed  to  creep 

Over  the  garden  wall.— C'/iarM«. 

— To  keep  nipples  from  decaying,  put  them  in  a  cool  place — 
where  there  is  a  lapge  family  of  cbilaren. 


I 
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THE   TEMPLE   OF  FAME. 


X\ 


^M 


As  sung  by  Frank  Lewis. 


I  have  sung  of  the  mi&strels  who  have  all  passed  away. 

Whose  names  I  love  to  recall, 
Of  Bryant,  Si'vmour,  and  Unsworth, 

And  Eph.  Horn,  the  last  of  them  all. 
BiKt  now  us  a  token  of  sorrow  I'll  sing  -i 

Of  our  actors  and  actresses  that  arc  fled, 
Of  the.  bright  mimic  heroes  who  have  stood  on  these  boards;^ 

But  whose  memory  shall  never  be  dead. 

Chouls.  ■ 

Then  success  to  the  stage,  and  the  people  wlio  win 

Upon  it  a  record  and  name, 
Who  gain  for  themselves,  while  our  memory  shall  last, 

A  seat  in  the  temple  of  fame. 

There's  an  actress,  now  gone  to  the  land  of  ttic  blest — 

The  foot-lights  will  see  her  no  more —         :.  -.[ 

As  a  true  artist,  she  well  stood  the  test. 

But  the  day  of  her  triumph  is  o'er.  [  ] 

Meg  Merrilles  now  is  "  thing  of  the  past, 

^r  the  queen  of  the  stage  slie  is  gone, 
And  none  is  left  to  wear  tlie  gold  crown  i 

Charlotte  Cushmaa  so  often  has  worn.  -  ' 

Chorus.    ' "'"  v'-"  ■  ■■-    •-   '■■'■■':-      '.:■ 

There's  America's  tragedian,  who  so  nobly  has  worked 

To  win  on  the  stage  a  great  name ; 
The  late  Edwin  For."t;st  deservedly  has  gained  , 

A  seat  in  the  temple  of  fame.    .  , 

Lucille  Western  has  gone,  but  her  name's  ne'er  forgot — 

Shall  be  written  in  letters  of  gold. 
Mrs.  Conway,  Brooklyn's-favorite  actress,  also. 

But  in  song  shall  her  triumph  be  told. 
Claude  Burroughs  was  found,  when  the  daylight  appeared, 
•    As  he  lay  by  the  side  of  his  friend. 
Harry  Murdoch  he  died,  as  the  flames  he  defied. 

And  his  drama  of  life  at  an  end.  .,  {  ' 

Cnonrs. 

There  is  also  another — may  his  name  ever  be 

As  his  own  native  island,  kept  green, 
Our  favorite  Irish  comedian.  Barney  Williams  now  holds 

A  seat  in  the  temple  of  fame. 


The  Little  Old  House  on  the  Rhine. 

Tune— "Tlie  OKI  Brown  Cot  on  the  Hill." 


The  Sheet  Musio  suitable  for  tliis  Song  can  be  had  of  Henry  J.  Wehman, 
No.  50  Chatliam  Street,  New  York.    Trice  35  cents. 


I  remember  the  days  that  are  now  past  and  gone, 

Wlien  a  child  how  I  once  loved  to  play  • 

By  tlie  side  of  the  mill  that  stands  close  by  the  stream,  : 

Where  for  pleasure  I  often  would  stray.  '  ' 

But  now  I've  grown  old  and  quite  feeble,  you  see. 

And  so  has  my  poor  Katharine, 
But  I  sigh  when  I  think  of  my  once  happy  days, 

lu  that  little  old  house  on  the  Rhine. 

Chorus.  ' 

Jj,  was  lonely  and  cold,  and  in  Winter  'twas  drear,    - 

For  the  wind  would  assail  it  at  times, 
Still  there's  no  place  on  earth  to  my  memory  more  dear, 

Than  that  little  old  house  on  the  Rhine.         .,  •  ; 

Now  the  old  house  stands  just  the  same  as  before. 

With  the  church  and  its  spires  so  grand. 
Where  fond  stories  of  love  to  each  other  we'd  tell,    .  ! 

As  together  we'd  walk  hand  in  hand. 
It  was  there  where  the  old  folks  for  pleasure  would  stray,  • 

And  bask  'neath  the  old  shady  vine; 
IIow  they'd  watch  us  at  play  when  from  school  we'd  return. 

To  that  little  old  house  on  the  Rhine. — Chorus. 

They  arc  both  dead  and  gone,  and  they  sleep  side  by  side,     . ' 

In  the  grave  by  the  end  of  the  vale. 
Where  the  birds  sweetly  sing  on  the  bright  Summer's  «t«^  . 

And  play  in  the  moonlight  so  pale. 
Good-bye,  dear  old  home,  fare  you  well  for  a  whilq 

You've  sheltered  me  many  a  time;  '  -  ;    i 

Oh!  I'd  love  to  return  to  my  old  fatherland,  :    ■'^   ,    I 

And  that  little  old  house  on  the  'Rtikie.  —  Cfiortfi.     ■'-■',■•'' ^  ' 


^.  Oh!  Fred,  Tell  them  to  Stopj 


As  STUiR  by  Tom  Sayers. 


The  Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of     cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 


No  doubt  you  have  heard  of  the  great  Fancy  Fair 

That  used  to  take  place  every  day; 
Well,  I  thought  for  amusement  I'd  take  my  girl  tkere, 

To  pass  a  dull  hour  away. 
We  went  in,  you  must  know,  and  saw  Richardson's  show. 

And  Wombwell's  Menagerie,  as  well; 
There  were  roundabouts,  swings,  and  all  kinds  of  things. 

Forget  the  day  I  never  shall.       !,  .  j 

Spoken — Yes,  when  we  got  into  the  Pair  my  girl  wanted  to 
have  a  ride  on  one  of  the  roundabouts.  I  said,  "  All  right,  my 
darling,"  and  we  had  a  swing,  but  directly  the  swing  went  to 
and  fro  she  lustily  called  out —  i 

Chorus.  t 

" Oh!  Fred,  tell  them  to  stop! "  that  was  the  cry  of  Maria; 

But  the  more  she  said  *'  Whoa,"  they  said  "  liet  it  go," 
And  the  swing  went  a  little  bit  higher. 

The  people  that  stood  'round,  of  course  they  all  laugh'd,  • ' 

But  I  only  said,  "  Stop  the  swing."  ,    , 

There  were  four  or  five  others  in  the  boats  besides  us. 

Saying,  "Master,  don't  do  such  a  thing." 
Then  four  or  five  roughs  caught  hold  of  the  ropes, 

Maria  fell  down  on  her  knee, 
And  one  of  them  said,  "The  young  man's  turning  red. 

But  isn't  he  having  a  spree."— (7«orw«. 

They  soon  stopped  the  swing,  and  Maria  got  out. 

And  quickly  fell  down  on  the  floor; 
They  brought  her  some  water,  which  soon  brought  her  to^ 

This  girl  whom  I  now  do  adore. 
Should  you  ?Ver  go  there,  to  the  great  Fancy  Fair, 

Friends,  take  advice  whilst  I  sing 
Of  the  great  roundabout,  it's  the  best  fun  that's  out,    ' 

And  finish  the  day  with  a  swing. 

Spoken — Mark,  now,  before  you  go  into  the  swing  boat  make 
a  bargain  with  your  young  lady  not  to  call  out — CJwrus. 


V     / 


Donble-Breasted  Mansion  on  de  Square. 

"  Tune— "Little  Old  Los  Cabin  in  the  Lane." 


The  Sheet  Music  suitable  for  this  Song  can  be  had  of  Henry  J.  Wehman, 
No.  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York.    Price  40  cents. 


Written  and  sung  by  Gus  Williams. 

I  voncc  vos  young  und  gallus,  und  I  drove  a  pair  of  grays, 

I  (Knk  about  6-90  vos  de  pace; 
I  had  fifty  dousaud  servant  gals  (but  don't  give  dot  avay), 

Und  a  trotting  cow  I  sent  to  every  race. 
I  had  forty  dousands  gold  mines,  I  owned  half  of  de  vorld — 

No  vonder  dat  de  statement  makes  you  stare — 
I  had  two  million  bull-pups,  und  all  d.eir  tails  curled  up. 

In  my  double-l)Feasted  mansion  on  de  Square. 

Chorus. 

De  roof  vos  copper-bottomed,  de  chimney  solid  gold, 
I'd  an  elevator  placed  on  every  stair; 

But  I  lost  de  lot  at  keno,  und  I'll  never  more  behold 
My  double-breasted  mansion  on  de  Square. 

Ten  million  head  of  cattle  used  to  roam  about  my  farm, 

Und  each  hog  had  a  splendid  feather  bed, 
I  had  males  und  female  roosders,  und  dey  took  deir  viskey  varm; 

Dey  vere  de  Shanghai,  Shanghoo,  China  bred. 
My  cornfields  yielded  butter,  my  peach  trees  yielded  cream; 

1  used  to  sow  und  mow  de  yellow  pear;  ^ 

But  alas  my  vcalth  is  vanished  now,  und  every  night  I  dream 

Of  my  double-breasted  mansion  on  de  Square. — Charu*. 

I  never  .shall  forget  de  time,  not  iany  years  ago, 

Ven  de  bummers  used  to  roam  about  my  door, 
Dey  vould  get  outside  my  viskey,  und  smoke  uy  my  cigars. 

My  servant  gals  u'nd  hash  dey  did  adore. 
Ee  scenes  have  changed  about  de  place,  und  I  am  po»r  myself; 

At  a  free  lunch  I  could  take  a  quiet  share— 
I  am  diuking  of  de  Schweitzer  cheese  dot  once  I  used  to  eat 

In  my  double- breasted  mansion  on  de  Square. — Chorut. 
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tlje  papers,  lawyer,  aud  make  'cm  jrood  and  stout, 
(Tx  at  home  are  cro8«-ways,  ami  Betsy  and  I  are  oi<; 
have  worked  toKothor  so  long  as  man  and  wife, 
in  siiiule  harness  the  rest  of  our  iiafral  life. 


"  What 
Most 
I  have 
Only  w( 


s  the  matter,"  says  you  !    I  swan  I  it's  hard  to  tell  I 
le  years  behind  us  we've  passed  l>y  very  well ; 
)  other  woman— she  has  no  other  man ; 
've  lived  together  as  long  as  ever  we  can. 
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BETSY  AND  I  ARE   OUT. 


A  Recitation— By  Will.  U.  Carleton. 


talked  with  Betsy,  and  Betsy  has  talked  with  me, 
ve  agreed  together  that  we  can  never  agree , 
we've  catched  each  other  in  any  terrible  crime ; 
l|een  a  gatherin'  this  for  years,  a  little  at  a  time. 


a  stock  of  temper  we  both  had,  for  a  start ; 
we  ne'er  suspected  'twould  take  us  two  apart ; 
various  fallings,  bred  in  the  flesh  and  bone, 
,  like  all  good  women,  had  a  temper  of  her  own. 


.  Bel  sy 

The  firs   thing  I  remember  whereon  we  disagreed, 
Was  80I  lethln'  concerning  heaven— a  difference  in  our  creed ; 
We  arg"  ;d  the  thing  at  breakfast— we  arg'ed  the  thing  at  tea  - 
And  the)  more  we  arg'ed  the  question,  the  more  we  couldn't  agree. 


next  that  I  remember  was  when  we  lost  a  cow ; 
iciied  the  bucket,  for  certain— the  question  was  only— How t 
opinion,  and  Betsy  another  had ; 
we  wera-done  a  talkin',  we  both  of  us  was  mad. 


next  time  that  I  remember,  it  started  in  a  joke ; 
full  week  it  lasted,  and  neither  of  us  spoke, 
next  was  when  I  fretted  because  she  brok«  a  bowl ; 
said  I  was  mean  and  stingy,  and  hadn't  any  soul. 


And  so  be  thing  kept  workin',  and  all  the  selfsame  way ; 
Always  somethin'  to  arg'e  and  som^thin'  sharp  to  say. 
And  do  rn  on  us  came  the  neiglibors,  a  couple  o'  dozen  strons. 
And  len  :  their  kindest  service  to  help  the  thing  along. 

And  the  re  have  been  days  together— and  many  a  weary  week— 
When  b  )th  of  us  were  cross  and  spunky,  and  both  too  proud  to  speak ; 
And  I  h  tve  been  thinkin'  and  thinkin',  the  whole  of  the  Summer  and  Fall, 
If  I  can  t  live  kind  with  a  woman,  why,  then  I  won't  at  all. 

And  80   've  talked  with  Betsy,  and  Betsy  has  talked  with  me. 
And  we  have  agreed  together  that  we  can  never  agree ; 
And  wb  it  is  hers  shall  be  hers,  and  what  is  mine  shall  be  mine ; 
And  I'll  put  it  in  the  agreement,  and  take  it  to  her  to  sign. 


lii 


tl  e 


Write 
Of  all 

For  Bhsbias 
And  it's 


Give 
But 
And  I 
That 


he- 


hi 
B<t< 


s  al 


There' 
A  coup|e 
Safe  in 
Putin 


I  see 
Yes,  di 
True 
And 


on  the  paper,  lawyer— the  very  first  paragraph- 
farm  and  live  stock,  she  shall  have  her  half; 
helped  to  earn  It,  through  many  a  weary  day, 
nothin'  more  than  Justice  that  Betsy  has  her  pay. 


the  house  and  homestead ;  a  man  can  thrive  and  roam, 
wo|nen  are  wretched  critters  unless  they  have  a  home, 
ve  always  determined,  and  never  failed  to  say, 
sy  never  should  want  a  home  it  I  was  taken  away. 

little  hard  money  besides,  that's  drawin'  tol'rable  pay, 
of  hundred  dollars  laid  by  for  a  rainy  day,  ^ 

the  hands  of  good  men,  and  easy  to  get  at ;        . 
I  nother  clause  there,  and  give  her  all  of  that. 


thit 


you  arc  smiling,  sir,  at  my  givin'  her  so  much ; 
'  orce  Is  cheap,  sir,  but  1  take  no  stock  In  such ; 

fair  I  married  her,  when  .she  was  blithe  and  young, 
was  always  good  to  rie,  exceptin'  with  her  tongue. 


aid 


Betsy 

When  I  was  young  as  you,  sir,  and  not  so  smart,  perhaps. 
For  me  she  mlttened  a  lawyer,  and  several  other  chaps ; 
And  all  of  'em  was  flustered,  and  fairly  taken  down. 
And  foi  a  time  I  was  counted  the  luckiest  man  In  town^ 

Once,  ^  hen  I  had  a  fever— I  won't  forget  it  soon— 

I  was  h  >t  aai  a  basted  turkey,  and  crazy  as  a  loon — 

Never  i  n  hour  went  by  me  when  she  was  out  of  sight ; 

She  nursed  me  true  and  tender,  and  stuck  to  me.  day  and  night. 

And-Lf  !ver  a  house  was  tidy,  and  over  a  kitchen  clean, 
ner  hoi  ise  and  kitchen  was  t  idy  as  any  I  ever  seen  ; 
And  I  qon't  complain  of  Betsy,  or  any  of  her  acts, 
Bzccptin'  when  we've  quarreled,  and  told  each  other  fact*. 

Bo  drav  up  the  pa{>ci*,  lawyer ;  and  I'll  go  home  to-night. 

And  re^  the  agreement  to  her,  and  see  if  It's  all  right ; 

And  thjtn  in  the  mornin'  I'll  sell  to  a  tradln'  man  I  know — 

And  kl  6  the  child  that  was  left  to  us,  and  out  in  the  world  I'll  go. 


And  one  thing  put  in  the  paper,  tliat  first  to  me  didn't  octfur : 
That  when  I  am  dead  at  last  she  will  bring  nu'  back  to  her. 
And  lay  me  imdcr  the  maple  we  planted  years  ago. 
When  she  and  I  was  happy,  before  we  quarreled  so. 

And  when  she  dies,  I  wish  that  .she  would  be  lai<l  by  mo; 
And  lyin'  together  in  silence,  perliajis,  we'll  then  agree ; 
And  If  ever  we  meet  In  heaven,  I  wouldn't  think  It  (|uecr 
If  we  loved  each  other  the  belter  because  we've  (juarreled  here. 

[In  our  next  number  wc  slmll  pubiisli  the  sequel  to  the  above 
recitation,  entitled,  "Betsy  Destroys  the  Paper."— Ed.] 


THE  TRAMP. 

Recited  by  N.  S.  Salsbury  In  "Tlic  Brook." 

Lemmc  sit  down  !i  minute,  a  stone's  got  in  my  shoe; 

Don't  you  commence  your  cussiu',  I  ain't  done  nothin'  to  you. 

Yes,  I  m  a  tramp.     What  of  it?     Folks  say  we  ain't  no  f;ood, 

But  tramps  iuis  to  live,  I  reckon,  tho'  foiks'don't  tliink  we  sliould. 

Once  I  was  strong  and  handsome,  had  plenty  of  cash  and  clothes — 

That  was  afore  1  tippled,  and  gin  got  into  my  nose. 

Down  in  the  Lehigh  Valley  me  and  my  people  grew — 

I  was  a  blacksmith,  cap'en — j'es.  and  a  good  one,  loo; 

Me,  and  my  wife  and  Nellie — Nellie  was  just  si.xteeu. 

She  was  the  pootiest  creeter  the  Valley  had  ever  seen. 

Beaux!  why  she  had  a  dozen— had  'em  from  near  and  far. 

But  they  were  mostly  farmers — none  of  'em  suited  her. 

There  was  a  city  stranger — young,  handsome  and  tall,  I 

Darn  him — I  wish  I  had  him  strangled  agin  that  wall. 

He  was  the  man  for  Nellie — she  didn't  know  no  ill; 

Mother,  she  tried  to  stop  it,  but  you  know  a  young  gal's  will. 

Well,  it's  the  same  old  story — common  enough,  you'll  say, 

lie  was  a  soft-tongued  devil,  and  got  her  to  run  away. 

More  than  a  month  or  after  we  heard  from  the  poor  young  thing — 

He'd  gone  away  and  left  her  without  a  wedding  ring. 

Back  to  her  home  we  brought  her,  back  to  her  motiier's  side. 

Filled  with  a  raging  fever — she  fell  at  my  feet  and  died. 

Frantic  with  shame  and  trouble,  her  mother  began  to  sink. 

Dead — in  less  than  a  fortnight — that's  when  I  took  to  drink. 

Gimme  one  gla.ss,  curnel,  and  then  I'll  be  on  my  way; 

I'll  tramp  till  I  tind  that  scoundrel,  If  it  takes  till  the  judgment  day. 


Decision  in  "The  G-ipsy's  Warning." 

Tunc— "The  Ulpsy's  Warning."  1 

The  Sheet  Music  suitable  for  this  Song  can  be  had  of  Henry  J.  Wehman, 
No.  50  Chatham  .Street,  .New  York.     Price  35  cents. 


Copyright,  IKT'l,  by  Hiram  Smith. 

Down  l)cside  yon  flowing  river. 

Where  bereft'd,  where  willows  weep, 
Where  must  lie  that  fair  one  ever — 

Stranger,  why  those  vigils  keep? 
Why  go  there,  alone  and  early, 

Those  morning  flowers  to  strew? 
Did  you  love  in  truth,  so  dearly? 

Do  you  grieve  as  others  do? 

Stranger  I've  been  thinking,  sadly, 

How  you  promis'd,  wooed  and  won; 
How  innocent  her  love,  that  gladly 

Heard  fair  words,  built  hopes  thereon; 
That  she's  in  the  cold  ground  sleeping, 

By  the  river's  moaning  wave. 
That  the  willows  now  are  weei)iiig 

O'er  that  maiden's  early  grave! 

Warnings  from  that  grave  do  tell  me 

And  a  living  voice  I  hear — 
Of  a  wooer,  who  would  seek  me, 

Pleading,  by  a  ]fK{i  sincere, 
That  without  me  life  was  sorrow, 

Take  this  heart  and  hand  of  mkie, 
Promise  bliss  for  ev'ry  morrow, 

Then  forsake  me — let  me  pine. 

Stranger,  I  will  heed  the  warning. 

Coming  from  that  riv<>r's  si<le; 
Flowers  you  strew  there  in  the  morning, 

I'll  renew  at  eventide. 
There  our  walks,  but  not  together. 

For  the  gipsy  tells  me  true; 
Mourns  her  child  in  tears,  that  smother 

Ev'ry  kindly  thought  for  you.  .     ^ 
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WST!    WST!    WST! 

.  "'  As  sung  by  Tom  Say  ers.         ■•.' 
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The  Music  of  this  Sone  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 


of 


Each  animal  and  bird  can  hear  the  voice  of  love. 
From  the  roaring  lion  to  the  turtle  dove. 
And  when  I  want  to  call  a  mate,  I  have  my  way. 
And  in  a  language  of  my  own  thus  I  say: 

ClIOHUS.  ' 

"  How  d'ye  do,  wst,  wst!  how  are  you?  wst,  wst! " 
You  are  always  sure  to  fetch  them  with  a  wst,  wst,  wstl 
Come  along,  wst,  wst!  nothing  wrong,  wst,  wst! 
Oh !  won't  ydt  come  and  take  a  walk  and  wst,  wst,  wst! 

One  day  I  met  a  lady  in  the  Central  Park,         ' 

She  said  tliat  she  was  fond  of  birds,  and  liked  a  lark. 

So  I  sat  myself  beside  her,  'neath  the  rustling  trees,         ' '   >  1 

And  took  her  little  hand  in  mine,  and  gave  it  a  squeeze.        .  i 

Chouus. 
"  How  d'ye  do?  wst,  wst!  how  are  you,  wst,  wst!"         '' 
You  are  always  sure  to  fetch  them  with  a  wst,  wst,  wst! 
Come  along,  wst,  wst!  nothing  wrong,  wst,  wst! 
Oh!  won't  you  come  and  take  a  walk  and  wst,  wst,  wst! 

Says  she,  "  I  think  my  appetite  is  very  good,  vi 

A  pleasant  meal  I'd  relish  sir,  indeed  I  should;  ;  -  : '     'r 

I'm  good  at  ordering  suppers,  and  I'll  save  yourDelf,    ~       .  < 
So  if  you  do  not  mind,  I'll  order  it  myself."  ■      i  f 

Chorus.  ; 

"Garcon,  here!  wst,,  wst!  nothing  quee      ,.        ./     .}      ;  , 

We  want  the  best  of  everjrthing,  wst,  w  ^ 

And  will  test,  wst,  wst!  the  very  best,  wst,  wst! 

And  we  don't  mind  what  we  pay  for  it,  wst,  wst,  wst!" 

The  way  she  ate,  I  thought  that  she  herself  would  hUrt, 
The  soup,  the  fish,  the  entrees,  joints,  and  the  dessert,         '  } 
She  truly  said  that  appetite's  a  splendid  sauce. 
And  she  ordered  in  a  different  wine  with  every  course.       .    ■ 

Chorus.  t 

Curacoa,  wst,  wst!  she  could  lower,  wst,  wst!  j 

She  started  on  the  wine  list,  with  a  wst,  wst,  wst! 
Then  some  rum,  wst,  wst!  yes,  rum  and  gum,  wst,  wst! 
Did  the  fairy  sweetly  order,  with  a  "  wst,  wst,  wst! " 

She  ordered  everything  with  such  a  charming  grace,  '' 

That  the  bill  was  growing  just  about  as  long  as  my  face. 
When  in  a  hulking  fellow  came,  who  grimly  said, 
"  If  you  don't  pay  the  bill  and  go,  I'll  punch  your  head! " 

Chorus. 
Au  revoirl  wst,  wst!  through  the  door,  wst,  wstl  .  i    : 

Then  arm-in-arm  they  left  me,  with  a  wst,  wst,  wst!       * 
Waiter  came,  wst,  wst!  same  old  game,  wst,  wst! 
"  Come  and  settle  for  the  supper,  with  a  wst,  wst,  wst! " 

The  charges  were  about  as  high  as  Bunker  Hill, 
Amazed  was  I  wlien  called  upon  to  square  that  bill. 
And  when  I  "went  to  settle  up,  what  could  I  do? 
When  I  found  my  purse  was  gone,  my  watch,  my  diamonds,  too! 

Chorus. 

"Policeman,  here!  wst,  wst!  something  queer,  wst,  wst! 

They  had  to  fetch  my  father,  with  a  wst,  wst,  wst!         - 

Never  try,  wst,  wst!  if  you're  fly,  wst,  wst! 

In  the  Park  to  get  a  sweetheart,  with  a  wst,  wst,  wstl 
•— ♦-•-^ 

:   There  is  a  Fine  Ship  on  the  Ocean. 

There  is  a  fine  ship  or  the  ocean. 

All  lined  with  silver  and  gold;                  '  .1. 

Its  name  is  "Abraliam  Lincoln,"  •    ] 

And  I'm  sure  that  my  Willie's  on  board.  '    ;  j 

Chorus.  j 

Oh!  meet,  oh!  meet  me  by  moonlight,  „  i 

Oh!  meet  me  by  moonlight  alone; 

'    '  I  have  a  sad  story  to  tell  you,  j 

Must  be  told  by  the  moonlight  alone.  I 

Oh!  where  has  my  Willie  now  gone  to?      ':       '   :     V 
^  He's  out  on  the  wild  raging  sea,        ;_  ! 

':      :        He's  out  on  the  ocean  a  sailing,  "'  ' 

.  •  And  he'll  never  come  back  unto  me.—  Chot^i-         ' 

I  wish  I  knew  of  an  eagle  .. ;       j 

Would  lend  me  his  wings  for  to  fly;  :  ;      :..  ^ 

.   ; ;.        I'd  fly  to  the  arms  of  my  Willie,  ■    '   •  I 

And  there  I  would  lay  down  and  die. — Chorus. 


THE  TRUE  IRISH  GENTS. 

It's  a  shame  on  the  stage  how  they  mimic  our  rac^  ,  '  ■  i 

In  a  style  that's  a  mystery  to  me ;  .    ' ' 

How  the  people  in  front  will  stand  such  insult. 

Receiving  such  blockheads  with  glee. 
If  they  went  to  old  Ireland  they'd  find  their  mistake. 

For  our  boys  and  our  girls  are  well  dressed. 
In  manners  as  well  to  you  I  will  tell, 

For  they  stand  in  the  land  with  the  best.  -    r . 

Chorus.  *- 

For  in  singing  and  dancing,  and  all  kinds  of  sport. 

And  if  ever  to  Ireland  you  went,  ■", 

From  their  heads  to  their  toes,  they  all  wear  decent  cloVjg^^ 

I  speak  of  a  true  Irish  gent. 

Sure  they  make  up  their  faces,  and  look  just  like  fools. 

And  they  walk  like  a  dog  with  three  legs; 
If  they  went  to  old  Ireland,  to  show  them  such  sport, 

They'd  be  pelted  with  stones  and  bad  eggs; 
For  its  there  you'll  find  ladies  and  gentlemen,  too. 

Educated,  kind-hearted  and  true. 
And  I  hope  for  to  see  that  little  Isle  free, 

And  the  green  with  the  red.  white  and  blue. — Chorum. 

■  *  >  ^  ■ 

I  CAN'T  MAKE  IT  OUT,  CAN  YOJ? 

The  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  niceipt 
of  30  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

My  name  is  Joe  Slj'cove,  I'm  not  quite  a  fool. 

Nor  yet  am  I  cram  full  of  knowledge; 
I  was  not  brought  up  at  a  grand  boarding  school. 

And  I'^ve  never  been  inside  a  college; 
I'm  a  kind  of  philosopher,  tho',  in  my  way,  ,,    .■■ 

A&  the  journey  of  life  I  go  through, 
And  the  strange  things  we  hear  of  and  see  ev'ry  day, 

I  can't  make  it  out,  can  you? 

Chorus.    "I.  .it 

:  No!  I  can't  make  it  out,  can  you? 

I  can't  make  it  out,  can  you? 
The  queer  things  I  see  quite  mystify  me. 
And  I  can't  make  them  out,  can  you  ? 

Now  I  know  a  party — some  call  him  a  swell. 

For  his  style  is  so  heavy  and  grand, 
You'd  think  him  the  Marquis  of  Hanover  Square, 

Or  some  other  "  big  pot "  of  the  land ; 
He  follows  the  fashion,  drinks  "  Chammy  "  and  drives 

His  girl  down  to  Richmond  or  Kew, 
Yet  he's  only  a  clerk,  upon  sixty  a  year —  >  • 

Now  I  can't  make  that  out,  can  you? — Ch&rut. 

Moderation  in  drink  is  a  thing  I  admire,   i 

But  total  abstinence — all  bosh !  .  \[ 

I  can  do  a  few  glasses  whene'er  I  require,  " 

But  the  "  Good  Templar  "  system  won't  wash! 
Now  I  know  of  one  who  won't  touch  beer  or  grog. 

And  tells  me  my  small  drinking  I'll  rue,  .  ; 

While  her  nose  is  as  red  as  the  sun  in  a  fog —       '    '  ; 

Now  I  can't  make  that  out,  can  you? — Chorut. 

And  the  dear  darling  girls  who  go  sailing  along 

(Some  "  impertinent "  folks  call  them  guys),  - 

What  with  pads  on  their  heads  and  humps  on  their  backs. 

They  appear  quite  a  glorious  size; 
But  when  they  dismantle,  oh!  dear,  what  a  sell!   .    "  "■  ■.  ■: 

As  soon  as  the  truth  comes  to  view. 
You  find  there's  more  shadow  than  substance,  my  friM&ds, 

And  I  don't  care  for  that  much — do  you? — Clumu. 

There's  a  neighbor  of  mine  sells  new  milk  from  th«  cow. 

And  new  milk  from  the  cow's  very  nice, 
His  trade  is  but  small,  whilst  his  family's  large. 

And  his  milk  is  sold  at  a  low  price; 
I've  ne'er  seen  or  heard  one  of  his  cows,  I  declare,      >  .  . 

Tho'  he  represents  he's  got  a  few,  ',  " 

And  somehow  his  pump's  always  out  of  repair — 

Now  I  can't  make  that  out,  can  yoii? — Cherus. 

Now  I  trust  you're  not  tired,  and  wish  me  away. 

For  I  am  not  myself  in  the  least. 
But  I  think  lor  the  present  I've  gossiped  enough. 

And  enough  is  as  good  as  a  feast; 
Without  any  scandal  I  give  you  my  thoughts 

Upon  things  as  they  seem  to  my  view, 
And  if  in  my  song  there  is  anything  wrong,     '•• 

I  can't  make  it  out,  can  you? — Chorv*. 
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Emmet's     Mountain  Song." 


Copyright,  1878,  by  Oeocs^;  Gray. 


Climb  u 
Do.  lac' 

.Climb  u 
Dey  li 


f  this  SoiiR  will  l)c  sent  to  any  addrijsn,  Bost-paid.  on  receipt 
Wchman,  5U  Cliattaam  St.,  New  York. 


The  Music 
.  of  35  bents,  by  Henry  J, 


Oh!  slmst  look  at  me  now 

I  f:is  a  mouttluin  guide, 
Unt  de  ladies  und  do.  slieutlomcn, 

Ii  me  dey  do  coiiflilc,  dey  do  confide, 
Uu»  ven  de  strangers  come  to  town, 

Ti  t  climb  up  d«  mountain  top, 
Ven  dey  dou'l  go  mit  me, 

I'  )on  di-  road  doy  shtop, 
Un(   de  ladies  got  so  'fraid, 

D  't  de  shentlemens  leave  dcm  behind,  behind,  behind, 

D  !  shentlemens  leave  'em  behind. 


Tlio 


DER  BRAVE   HUZZ ARS. 

* 

Copyright,  1881,  by  Ilonrj'  J.  Wt-liman. 

MuHic  of  tills  Sonjr  will  b«'  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  -10  cents,  by  llenry  J.  Wehnian,  50  L'liatliani  .St.,  New  Yorlt. 


Chorus. 

i,  climb  up,  climb  up  dc  mountain  high, 
les  are  fond  of  fun,  und  never  go  back  on  me 
>,  climb  up,  climl)  up  de  mountain  high, 
de  fun,  und  never  go  back  on  me. 


1  :e 


Und  ven  de  ladies  climb, 

1 1  elp  dem  up  so  nice,  . 

Und  ven  ve  reach  de  mountain  top 

I J  Ivays  try  de  ice,  I  try  de  ice. 
Und  ven  de  traveler's  most  tired  out, 

I  i  Ing  und  make  some  fun, 
Und  Ten  ve  reach'd  de  chalet, 

I  i  re  de  great  big  gun, 
Und  de  echo  you  vilT  hear, 

Li  le  de  break  of  a  thunder  storm,  dat's  so,  dat's  so, 

Li  le  de  break  of  a  thunder  storm. — Chorus. 


Oh! 


The  Cows  are  in  the  Corn. 

Copyright,  1878,  by  E.  II.  Ilardinjr. 

The  Music  o    this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postjtaid,  on  receipt 
of '    cei  ts,  by  llenry  J.  Wehman,  .V)  Chatham  Street,  New  Yorlt, 


fathers  gone  to  market  town— 


H(  i  was  up  before  tlie  day — 
And  Jamie's  after  robin's  nests, 

Ai  id  the  man  is  making  hay  ; 
And  whistling  down  the  hollow  goes 

Tl  e  boy  that  minds  the  mill, 
While  mother,  from  the  kitchen  door, 

Is  calling  with  a  will : 
Poll  r !  Polly !  the  cows  are  in  the  corn  ! 
Poll  r !  Polly !  the  cows  are  in  the  corn  ! 

FroT  1  all  the  misty  morning  air 
Tl  ere  comes  a  Summer  sound, 
A  m  irmur,  as  of  waters,  comes 


Fr^m  ships,  and  trees,  and  ground ; 


)irds-they  sing  upon  the  wing, 


The 

Th  e  pigeons  bill  and  coo, 
And  over  hills  and  hollow  rings 

Af.  ain  the  loud  halloo ! 
Poll  r !  Polly  !  the  cows  are  in  the  corn  ! 
Poll; ' !  Polly !  the  cows  are  in  the  corn  ! 

strange  at  such  a  time  of  day 
e  mill  should  stop  its  clatter ; 
^armer's  wife  is  list'ning  now, 

wonders  what's  the  matter, 
rild  the  birds  are  singing  in 

woodland  on  the  hill,     i 
e  whistling  up  the  hollow  goes 

boy  that  minds  the  mill. 

!  Polly !  the  cows  are  in  the  corn ! 

!  Polly  !  the  cows^afe^in  the  corn  ! 


How 
T 
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lie 


Aid 


The 


Oh, 
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Win 

Tlije 
Poll 
Poll 


—Why  is 
cause  she  is 


the  bridegrooni;wl5rtlj  more  than  the  bride?    Bc- 


given  away,^ 


he  is  sold 


Words  and  Music  by  nonnic  Hunnells. 

You  talk  about  your  drummers —    . 

Ve're  der  timvst  in  der  corps — 
Ve  serv'd  our  dime  in  sixdy-nine, 

In  de  Franco-Prussian  war; 
Ve  got  medals  from  King  William,    • 

Vhich  ve  justly  do  deserve,    ♦ 
For  drumming  in  dat  army,  yes. 

And  displaying  spunk  and  ijerve. 

Ciioins. 

For  ven  you  see  us  brave  huzzars, 
Our  helmets  shine,  just  like  der  stars, 

Our  noble  flag  shows  many  a  scar, 
For  we  are  known  as  der  brave  huzzars. 

De  Americans  love  der  nation, 

And  der  Germans,  too,  der  same, 
For  lighting  for  our  liberty, 

Dat  is  our  greatest  fame  ; 
Ven  ve  meet  oder  regiments 

No  jealousy  ve  show, 
Ve  lend  a  helping  hand  to  all. 

No  matter  high  or  low. — Chorus. 


^ 


LOVE'S   CHIDINGS. 


^:1 


The 


Miiiiie  of  this  Song  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  Ta)  <  hathani  street,  Xew  York. 


Why  do  you  thus  trj'  nie,  why  do  you  thus  fly  me. 
Why  thus  deny  me,  day  after  day? 

Ciiouus. 

lTa.st  thou  nf»  fcelini;  to  see  me  kneeling,    . 
My  iovt;  revcaliiii;,  day  after  day? 

Thee  have  I  loved  dearly,  yes,  madly,  sincerely, 
But  thou  liast  nearly  miule  hoi)e  irray.  —  VhoruK. 

Ah!  then  must  we  sever?  parted  forever, 

And  wilt  thou  never  think,  love,  of  me? — Chorus. 


Old  Fashioned  Homestead. 

Copyriclit,  IHTO,  by  John  F  Terry  &  Co. 


V_^ 


Tiie  Music  <>f  this  Sontr  W'ill  l)e  s<'iit  to  any  addro.«s,  po.st -paid,  on  receipt 
of  k)  cents,  by  Henry  .1.  Wehman,  '*)  Cliatliani  fSt.,  New  York. 

I  .'still  do  nnicmber  the  old-fa.sliioned  homestead,  -     • 

TliatHxaiitiful  pla<c  where  1  first  .«aw  the  liu'lit, 
WIktc  oft  1  have  playe»l  on  the  j^nen  when  in  ehildhuud. 

That  lovely  ohl  spot  was  so  happy  and  Itriirlit. 
Tiie  garden  was  loaded  with  sweet  scented  flowers — 

The  pretty  magnolias  grew  eIo.se  by  the  door — 
How  sweetly  the  niockinir  bird  .sjinji;  in  the  wildwood; 

Take  me'  back  home,  let  me  .see  it  once  more. 

CnoRrs.  ' 

The  old-fa.shioucd  homestead  I  still  do  remember — 

The  magnolia  llowers  grew  close  by  the  door— 
How  sweetly  the  mocking  bird  sang  m  the  wildwood; 

Take  me  back  hoiite,  let  me  see  it  once  more. 

IIow  often  I've  thought  of  my  dear  aged  mother — 

God  bless  and  i)roteet  her  from  sorrow  and  pain;  *  . 

She  kissed  and  cares.sed  me  so  fondly  in  childhood,  ] 

I  long  to  return"  just  to  see  her  again. 
The  garden  and  groves  \\\\\  look  strange  when  I  sec  them. 

Those  sweet  lovely  places  I  still  do  adore; 
The  years,  too,  have  vanished  since  liust  I  beheld  them; 

Take  me  back  home,  let  me  see  it  once  more. — Clwrus. 


:.-.K. 
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FATHER   TOM    O'NEIL. 


Sung  by  James  Barlow. 


There  was  a  woman  lived  In  this  place,  she  had  three  charming  sons ; 
Their  father  died,  and  left  them  when  they  were  verj'  young ;  ■  _■  .-y 

A  long  time  she  endea'^ored  to  maintain  her  darling  sons,  •  ■  ,^. 

Until  the  youngest  one  became  a  man  at  the  age  of  twenty-one. 

One  night  he  discoursed  with  his  mother,  these  words  to  her  did  say : 

I  think  it  will  fall  on  one  of  us  to  go  far  away ; 

Your  land  is  too  small  to  support  us  all,  and  if  you  would  agree, 

I  am  fully  bent  and  well  content  a  clergjTnan  to  be.       .         :  '-. 

His  mother  being  glad  to  hear  such  a  thought  come  in  his  mind,  ^ .; 

She  says :  I  will  do  all  I  can  to  help  my  darling  child. 
She  spoke  unto  his  brothers,  and  they  did  soon  agree    •>     .  -   ■ 
They'd  send  him  off  to  college,  a  clergyman  to  be.    .  ,       - 

He  was  not  long  in  college  when  the  Rev.  Bishop  Brown 

Came  to  examine  the  collegians,  and  viewed  them  all  around.      ■.•-       ' 

lie  saw  this  clever  young  man,  marked  him  above  them  all— 

He  was  the  first  he  did  discourse  when  on  them  he  did  call. 

He  says :  young  man,  where  are  you  from  ?  come  tell  to  me  your  name. 

I  am  from  the  County  Armagh,  they  call  me  Tom  O'Neil ; 

My  mother  she  is  a  widow  of  a  low  degree ; 

She  has  done  her  best  endeavors  to  make  a  priest  of  me. 

As  Tliomas  O'Neil,  then,  is  your  name,  the  bishop  he  did  say : 

Go  study  hard,  both  niglit  anc;  day  ; 

I  will  have  you  soon  ordained,  to  help  your  mother  that  did  so  well  for  thee ; 

I  will  send  you  home  a  credit,  your  country  boys  to  see. 


When  this  young  mail  came  home  ordained,  the  neighbors  were  glad  to  hear. 
And  all  that  came  to  welcome  >ini,  came  in  twos  and  threes;  ,  , 

Particularly  his  own  dear  friends  to  welcome  him  they  ran,  •"•■  -'.  . 

(    And  you  never  saw  such  welcome  as  was  for  the  widow's  son. 

j    There  was  a  man  lived  in  this  place,  he  was  as  rich  as  a  duke  or  knight ; 
He  had  an  only  daughter,  she  was  a  beauty  bright.  •? 

She  says  unto  her  father :  I  will  go  this  young  man  to  see,  "  ' 

For  before  he  went  to  college,  he  was  a  school-boy  along  with  me.      '    : 

She  was  brought  into  a  parlor,  where  she  drank  ale  and  wine ;  i 

She  says  :  you  are  a  clever  young  man,  I  would  have  you  resign.  ..      ; 

What  made  you  be  a  clergj-man  ?  you  know  you  are  astray,  ~  ■  V 

For  a  clergyman  must  rise  by  night,  and  travel  hard  by  day.  .    ^' 

Come,  take  some  noble  lady  whose  fortune  will  be  grand ; 
You  will  have  men  to  wait  on  you,  and  be  a  gentleman.        ■  -      ^    ;. 

Come  take  myself  now,  as  I  stand  ;  you  know  my  fortune  is  great ;        :\  ' ' 
I  have  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year,  and,  at  a  death,  a  whole  estate. 

He  says  :  my  noble  lady,  do  not  explain  your  mind,  'r 

For  if  you  oflfer  ten  times  more,  I  would  not  resign;  ^  \  ,  •  !■ 

For  in  thLs  holy  station  I  mean  to  lead  my  life  ;  i . . 

So  say  no  more,  my  dearest  dear,  I  will  never  take  a  wife.  | 

It  was  when  he  did  deny  her,  this  villain  she  came  home.  j   - 

And  in  eight  weeks  after,  her  secret  she  let  know  ;  .    '   ,    '■ 

She  swore,  before  the  magistrate,  that  he  did  her  beguile ; 
And  for  four  long  weeks  before  she  went  to  him,  she  was  with  child. 

<!    The  morning  of  his  trial,  it  grieved  our  hearts  full  sore 
(    To  see  his  tender  mother  ;  it  grieved  her  ten  times  more 
^    To  see  her  son,  a  clergyman,  his  age  about  twenty-three,  .     ■ 

To  be  cut  down,  in  his  prime,  by  cruel  perjury.  •   ^' 

Now',  Tom,  what  is  the  reason  you  don't  marry  this  fair?  "      1 

I  think  she  is  a  companion  for  a  duke,  I  declare  ;  i 

What  arc  you  but  a  widow's  son,  that  is  both  poor  and  mean?  .    • 

(    You  might  think  it  a  great  honor  such  a  lady  to  obtain.  • 

]    Then  Father  Tom  stood  up  and  said  :  1  have  no  witness  here,  j 

I    I  call  on  the  Almighty,  and  he  will  make  me  clear ;  ■  f 

1    I  never  said  I  would  man-y  her,  or  make  her  my  wife,  •-..;:. 

For  I  never  knew  a  female  from  a  man  in  all  my  life.  ]'       . 

Now,  Tom,  as  you  won't  marry  her,  I  will  give  you  to  understand. 
Seven  long  years  transportation  into  Van  Dieman's  Land  ; 
That  is  bad,  but  it  might  be  worse.    Then  Father  Tom  did  say  :    ...     ^  i  .'•■ 
Our  Saviour  suffered  more  than  that,  when  he  died  on  calvar>'. 

These  wonls  were  hardly  spoken,  when  a  horse  came  as  swift  a»  windV     J 
And  on  him  came  a  rider,  saying :  I  was  not  here  in  time ; 
I  call  tlwt  trial  over  again,  I  am  here  that  can  reply ; 
j    She  wants  two  fathers  for  her  child— that's  Father  Tom  and  I 


I  can  tell  the  very  moment,  likewise  the  very  spot,        '-   - 
She  gave  me  ten  thousand  pounds  the  night  the  child  was  got. 
She  said  she  would  give  me  a  thousand  more — ^If  I  would  not  let  on  ; 
She  wants  to  make  a  husband  of  the  Right  Reverend  Father  Tom. 

Then  Father  Tom  put  on  his  hat,  and  then  began  to  smile ;  .  • 
He  says  unto  his  mother :  you  see  how  God  assists  your  child  I 
They  looked  on  one  another,  when  they  found  her  perjury ; 
The  vlUain  was  found  guilty,  and  his  reverence  came  home  free. 


The  Grave  of  Wolfe  Tone. 


A  Recitation— By  Thomas  Davis.    ] 


In  Bodenstown  churchyard  there  is  a  green  grave. 
And  wildly  along  it  the  Winter  winds  rave; 
Small  shelter  I  ween,  arc  the  ruined  walls  there. 
When  the  storm  sweeps  down  on  the  plains  of  Kildare. 

Once  I  lay  on  that  sod — it  lies  over  Wolfe  Tone — 
And  thought  how  he  perished  in  priso"n  alone,        - 
His  friends  unavenged,  and  liis  country  unfreed-r- 
"  Oh,  bitter,"  I  said,  "  is  a  patriot's  meed." 

' '  For  in  him  the  heart  of  a  woman  combined 

With  a  lieroic  life,  and  a  governing  mind — 

A.  martyr  for  Ireland — his  grave  lias  no  stone. 

His  name  seldom  named,  and  his  virtues  unknown."     -.-   ; 

I  was  woke  from  my  dream  by  the  voices  and  tread      .■».'• 

Of  a  band,  who  came  into  the  home  of  the  dead; 

They  carried  no  corpse,  and  they  carried  no  stone. 

And  they  stopped  when  they  came  to  the  grave  of  Wolfe  Tone. 

There  were  students  and  peasants,  the  wise  and  the  brave. 
And  an  old  man  who  knew  him  from  cradle  to  grave. 
And  tiie  children  who  thought  me  hard-hearted;  for  they 
On  that  .sanctified  soil  were  forbidden  to  play,     i  ' 

But  the  old  man,  who  saw  I  was  mourning  there,  said: 
• '  We  come,  sir,  to  weep  where  young  Wolfe  Tone  is  laid. 
And  we're  going  to  raise  him  a  monument,  too — 
A  plain  one,  yet  fit  for  the  simple  and  true."      i  .. 

My  heart  overflowed,  and  I  clasped  his  old  hand, 
And  I  blessed  him,  and  blessed  every  one  of  his  band 
"Sweet!  sweet!  'tis  to  find  that  such  faith  can  remain 
To.  the  cause,  and  the  man  so  long  vanquished  and  slain." 

In  the  Bodenstown  churchyard  there  is  a  green  grave,  ." 

And  freely  around  it  let  Winter  winds  rave; 
Far  better  they  suit  him — the  ruin  and  gloom — 
Till  Ireland,  a  nation,  can  build  him  a  tomb.     ;- 


THE   WHITE   COCKADE. 

■'  Irish  Jacobite  Song— By  J.  J.  Callanan. 

Prince  Charles  he  is  King  James's  son 
And  from  a  royal  line  he  sprung; 
Then  up  with  shout,  and  out  with  blade, 
And  we'll  raise  once  more  the  white  cockade. 
O!  my  dear,  my  fair-hair'd  youth,  j  . 

Thou  yet  hast  hearts  of  lire  and  truth ;     !  . 

Then  up  with  shout,  and  out  with  blade — 
We'll  raise  once  more  the  white  cockade. 

My  young  men's  hearts  are  dark  with  woe; 
On  my  virgins'  cheeks  the  grief -drops  flow ; 
The  sun  scarce  lights  the  sorrowing  da}', 
Since  our  rightful  prince  went  far  away. 
He's  gone,  the  stranger  holds  his  throne; 
The  royal  bird  far  off  is  flown; 
But  up  with  shout,  and  out  with  blade — 
We'll  stand  or  fall  with  the  white  cockade.  • 


No  more  the  cuckoo  halls  the  Spring, 
The  woods  no  more  with  staunch  hounds  ring; 
The  song  from  the  glen  so  sweet  before 
Is  hush'd  since  Charles  has  left  our  shore. 
The  Prince  is  gone,  but  he  soon  will  come,    '  • 
With  trumpet-sound  and  with  beat  of  drum; 
Then  up  with  the  shout,  and  out  with  the  blad< 
Huzza  for  the  right  and  the  white  cockade. 


I 


It 
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ALL   ON  ACCOUNT   OF   ELIZA 


The  com; 


I'  1 


She  sa 
But  s 
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I've 
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Ixen 


As  sung  in  the  comic  opera  of  "  Billee  Taylor." 

ete  words  and  music  of  "  Hillee  Taylor"  sent  to  any  address,  on 
of  75  cents,  by  Homy  .).  Welunan,  00  (  liatimm  St.,  Now  York. 

T  ic  yam  I'm  about  to  spin  [ 

Is  all  on  account  of  Eliza;  ;  .  ' 

tfll  you  how  I  was  taken  in,        i 

A.11  on  account  of  Eliza. 

il  that  she'd  ever  be  true  to  one,      . 

bolted  away  with  a  son-of-a-guu, 

my  stick  and  to  soa  I  run,  i 

A.11  on  account  of  Eliza. 

Ciioucs. 
A.11  on  account,  all  on  account,  all  on  account  of  Eliza; 
le  cut  his  stick  and  to  sea  he  run. 
All  on  account  of  Eliza. 

» 

Tie  nearly  been  blown  away  in  a  gale. 

All  on  account  of  Eliza; 
A  ul  Ive  almost  been  catcu  up  by  a  whale, 
(VU  on  account  of  Eliza. 

il  sword-cuts  by  dozens,  and  I've  been  shot- through. 
"  yellow  fever,  and  also  the  blue; 

bitten  by  sharks,  and  by  crocodiles,  loo, 
Ail  on  account  of  Eliza. 

Cuoitrs.  [    ■ . 

All  on  account,  all  on  account,  all  on  account  of  Eliza; 
le's  been  bitten  by  sharks,  and  by  crocodiles,  too, 
All  on  account  of  Eliza.        .     i 

M  T  duty  is  now.  smart  lads,  to  pre.s.s. 

All  on  account  of  Eliza; 
If  they  say  "No,"  why  I  say  "  Yes." 

All  on  account  of  Eliza;  I 

I  up,  my  mess-matc-s,  some  boys  for  the  sea, 

to  your  summons  they  do  not  agree, 

ihiver  my  timber.'?,  jii>t  tell 'em  for  me, 

riiat  it's  all  ou  account  of  Eliziu 

Ciiouus. 

•       All  on  account,  all  on  account,  all  on  account  of  Eliza; 
SVhy,  shiver  my  timbers,  JMst  toll 'em,  says  he. 
That  it's  all  ou  account  of  Eliza. 

1*1  e  courted  the  ladies  all  through  my  life. 

All  on  account  of  Eliza; 
P.i  It  never  could  steer  to  the  proper  wife,  \ 

All  on  account  of  Eliza;  '. 

I've  ki  5s"d  and  I've  hu-rg'd  them  in  ev'ry  port,   ^ 
'The  iv  t  and  the  lean,  the  tall  and  the  short ;  "  j 

But  8C  oiehow  or  other  they  wasn't  my  sort, 
A.11  on  account  of  Eliza. 

Ciioiics. 

AJl  on  account,  all  on  account,  all  on  account  of  Eliza; 
Sot  somehow  or  other,  they  wasn't  his  .sort. 
Ail  on  account  of  Eliza. 


MARY  ANN   McLAUG-HLIN. 


Cul>yri;rlit,  iK.'.s,  by  (.fo.  Mollineux. 

Tlie  Music  of  tills  So!1".t  will  l)o  .sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 

of  40  cents,  by  licury  J.  Weliman^JJO  Cliatlmin  St.,  New  York. 

In  a  cosy  cottage  painted  green. 
About  three  niile.s  from  here, 
There  lives  a  pretty  Irish  queen. 

To  me  she  docs  prove  dear. 
Iler  ujother  takes  in  washing. 
And  the  girl  helps  to  keep  up  the  trade; 
■  •      Sunday  w  hen  I  go  for  to  see  her. 
These  words  to  her  I'd  say: 
Chouus. 

Mary  Ann  McLaughlin,  don't  you  cry. 
Take  that  apron  from  your  eye; 

Don't  you  ht  the  neighbors  hear  you  sigh, 
Auu  wc  will  married  be  bye-aud-bye. 

Now  soon  I'm  going  to  married  be. 
Of  course  I'll  settle  down; 
•  '     I'll  buy  a  house,  al<o  a  farm, 

A  little  wa)'  out  of  town. 
,    Oh!  then  it  will  be  joyfid, 
When,  as  co.sy  as  a  mouse. 
To  .<;ee  ti»e  young  O'Malleys, 

Playing  tag  around  the  house. — Cltonia, 


loo  t 


So 
And  i 
Why, 


Tfao  Mufii  I 
of 


A  WARRIOR   BOLD. 

of  this  Sonif  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rticeipt 
cents,  by  llenry  J.  Wehinan,  ."iO  O.atham  St.,  New  York. 


In  t  16  days  of  old,,  when  knights  were  lx)ld, 

A  id  barons  held  their  sway, 
A  w  irrior  bold,  with  spurs  of  gold. 

Si  ng  merrily  his  lav,  .«:ang  merrily  his  lay 
My  ove  is  young  antl  fair, 
My  ove  hath  golden  hair, 

A  id  eyes  so  blue,  and  heart  so  true^ 
Th.m  i  noi>e  with  her  compare; 

Sc  what  care  I  tho'  death  be  nigh, 

I'M  live  for  !ove  or  die.  . 

tjiis  brave  knight,  in  armor  bright, 
ent  gaily  to  the  fray; 
ught  the  fight,  but  ere  the  night, 
a  soul  had  passed  away,  his  soul  had  passed  away, 
plighted  ring  he  wore, 
crusl>ed  and  wet  with  gore, 
Y  !t  ere  he  died,  he  bravely  cried 
kept  the  vow  I  swore; 
what  care  I  tho'  death  be  nigh, 
'  e  fought  for  love,  and  die. 


MR.   AND   MRS.   MALONE.v    • 

Tiino— "My  I)e.\r  Old  Wife  and  I."  i 

The  SluM't  Music  stiif.tlile  fur  tiiis  Svnn  can  hv  iiad  nf  Tlenrj- .T.  Wehman. 
No.  50  Ciiuiiium  atreet.  New  York.    Price  30  cents. 

Kind  friends,  just  listen  now  to  US, 

And  we'll  sing  to  j'ou  a  rhyme. 
And  tell  you  of  our  youthful  days. 

When  we  were  in  our  prime. 
We're  getting  old,  yes,  very  old. 

And  soon  must  pass  away; 
We've  traveled  on  life's  Weary  road 

With  spirits  always  gay. 

Ciiouus. 

Old  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Malone, 

Old  Mr.  and  ."Sirs.  Malone; 
A  jollier  old  pair  y<nril  seldom  find 

Than  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Malone. 

'Tis  now  some  sixty  years  ago 

Since  we  first  joined  our  lot. 
And  in  that  time  there's  nothing  wrong 

Transpired  in  our  cot. 
.  We've  had  our  share  of  sunshine. 

And  of  course  we  can't  complain; 
Them  good  old  days  that's  passed  and  gone 

Can  never  come  airain. — Cfiontx. 

TWICKENHAM  FERRY. 

Sunsrljy  (  an icro.ss'  Minstrels. 

The  Music  of  this  Son?  will  l)e  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  30  ccnt.s,  by  lleury  J.  Welmiaii.  T*i  Ciiathain  btreet.  New  Y'ork. 

Ohoi  yeho,  ho  yeho.  who's  fur  the  ferry, 

(The  briar's  in  bad.  the  sun  going  down,)  .     I 

And  I'll  row  j-e  so  (juick  and  I'll  row  ye  .so  steadj',      .       r 

And  'tis  but  a  penny  to  Twickenham  town.  | 

TMie  ferryman's  slim,  and  the  ferryman's  young. 
And  he's  just  a  soft  twang  in  the  "turn  of  his  tongue. 
And  he's  fresh  as  a  pii>pin,  and  brown  as  a  berry, 

And  'tis  but  a  penny  to  Twickenham  town. 

Ohoi  yeho.  ho  yeho.  "I'm  for  the  ferry."  .  . 

(The  briar's  in  bud.  the  sun  going  down.) 
And  its  late  as  it  is,  and  I  haven't  a  penny, 

And  how  shall  I  get  me  to  Twickenham  town? 
She'd  a  rose  in  her  boimet,  and  oh,  she  look'd  sweet       • 
As  the  littl(!  pink  flower  that  grows  m  the  wheat, 
AV'ilh  her  cheeks  like  a  rose,  and  her  lips  like  a  cherr}', 

"  And  sure  and  you're  welcome  to  Twickenham  town.' 

Ohoi  yeho,  ho!  you're  too  late  for  the  ferry, 

(The  briar's  in  bud,  the  sun  going  down.) 
An<l  he's  not  rowing  cpiick,  and  he's  not  rowing  steady — 

You'd  think  'twas  a  journey  to  Twickenham  town. 
"Ohoi  and  Oho,"  you  may  call  as  you  will. 
The  moon  is  a  rising  on  Petersham  Hill. 
And  with  love  like  a  ro.se  in  the  stern  of  the  whorr}'. 


There's  danger  in  crossing  to  Twickenham  town. 


-  -Ny — -sj-^ 
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T'winkle,  T'winkle  Little  Stars. 

.   .     Copyright,  ISTOTby  wliite.  Smith  &  Co.     /.  i 

The  Music  of  this  Sons:  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  llenry  J.  W'ehman,  50  Chattiam  St.,  New  York. 

The  pretty  little  stars  are  lanc:]iing,  love,  i 

The  sky  looks  calm  and  clear,  ■■,.;■,',.,_,-, 

The  mooa  is  shiuiug  brightly  from  above —        '  ;' 

'Tis  time  that  you  were  here;  '    j 

.  ,     You  said  that  you  would  surely  come  at  eight. 

And  with  the  twinkling  stars, 
Bown  by  grandpa's  meadow,  "     .  '.         . 

You  would  meet  me  at  the  bars.  • .  ..   ^ 

Ctionus. 
O  twinkle,  twinkle,  twinkle  little  stars. 
O  twinkle,  twinkle,  twinkle  little  stars; 
■  You  said  that  you  would  surely  come  at  eight, 
And  with  the  twinkling  stars, 
Down,  down  by  grandpa's  meadow. 
You  would  meet  me  at  the  bars. 

The  pretty  little  stars  are  laughing,  love,  "       / 

They  speak  to  me  of  you,  v 

They  tell  me  as  the  twiukl^  of  above,  ' 

Tliat  )ou  to  me  are  true; 
And  llie  silvery  moon  is  peeping  through  the  clouds. 

Behind  tlie  pretty  stars. 
Tells  me 'lis  eigiit,  and  time  that 

You  should  meet  me  at  the  bars. — (Jhonut. 


V      A  HANDFUL   OF  EARTH. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonp  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  roceipt 
of  50  cents,  by  Ueury  J.  Wehman.  .W  Chatbam  Street,  Kew  York. 

Och!  it'ssailin' I  am  at  Ihe  dawn  of  the  day,       'V.^j  0  ■  V' 

To  my  brother  that's  over  the  sea,  .  :*^ 

But  it's  little  I'll  care  for  my  life  anywhere,  '  T 

For  its  breaking  my  poor  heart  will  be.  :■     ' 

But  a  treasure  I'll  take  for  ould  Ireland's  sake. 

That  111  prize  all  belonging  above — 
It's  a  handful  of  earth  from  the  land  of  my  birth. 

From  the  heart  of  the  land  that  Hove. 

And  won't  the  poor  lad  in  his  exile  be  glad  V 

When  he  sees  tiie  brave  present  I  bring. 
And  won't  there  b(!  flowers  from  this  tresisure  of  our.<?. 

In  the  warmth  of  tiie  beautiful  Spring. 
,     Och!  ErinMaehrce!  tho' it'spartiu' we  be. 

It's  a  blessin' I'll  lave  on  your  shore. 
And  vour  mountains  and  streams  I  will  see  in  my  dreams, 

'Till  I  cross  to  my  country  once  more. 


Grant's   Trip  Around  the   World. 


Tune — "True  as  Steel.' 


The  Sheet  Music  suitable  for  this  Song  can  be  had  of  Henry  J.  Wehman, 
No.  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York.    Price  35  cents. 


If  you  listen  for  awhile  I'm  sure  I'll  make  you  smile. 

For  my  head  is  always  getting  in  a  whirl; 

I'm  captain  of  this  land,  and  you  bet  I'll  take  command. 

For  my  name  is  Grant,  and  I've  been  around  the  world. 
To  England  I  have  been,  and  there  I  met  tlie  Queen, 
A  Marquis,  a  Duche.'.s,  and  an  Earl; 
I  spoke  for  twenty-four  hours,  drank  all  the  whiskey  sours. 

For  my  name  is  Grant,  and  I've  been  all  around  the  world. 

Cnoiius. 
O'Leary's  shoes  u|X)n  my  feet,  a  cigar  between  my  teeth; 
I'm  the  darling,  the  pet  with  every  girl ; 
I'm  traveling  in  disguise,  and  fed  on  custard  pies, 
',    For  my  uanie  is  Grant,  and  I've  been  around  the  world. 

I  then  went  over  to  Cork — 'twas  only  for  a  lark — 

And  the  Council  .shut  the  doors  fast  in  a  whirl; 

I  then  skipped  over  to  Spain,  and  was  told  to  come  again. 

For  I'nt  Gen.  Grant,  and  I've  been  around  the  world. 
In  Germany  and  France  they  learned  me  how  to  dance. 
And  in  Italj'  I  kissed  Alfonso; 
In  China  I  eat  rice,  and  in  Africa  eat  mice. 

For  my  name  is  Grant,  and  I've  been  around  the  world. 

O'Leary's  shoes  upon  my  feet,  a  cigar,  &c. 

I  then  went  back  to  France,  was  a  Committee  on  Finance, 

But  I  got  drunk  and  had  to  fight  an  Earl ; 

Of  course  I  had  to  skip  on  boiu-d  a  government  ship, 

For  my  name  is  Grant,  and  I've  been  around  the  world. 
But  I'm  now  in  my  native  land,  and  you  bet  I'll  take  command. 
For  the  politicians  say  that  I'm  a  furl. 
But  you  bet  I've  got  to  squirm,  if  1  want  another  term, 

For  I'm  the  immortal  Grant,  for  I've  been  around  the  world. 
O'Leary's  shoes  upon  my  feet,  a  cigar,  «fcc. 


The 


e  Home  Early  To-Night,  My  Dear  Boy 

As  Sung  by  Johnny  Gibbons. 

I  have  traveled  through  life,  I  have  seen  many  things 

That  surprised  pie  injievery  form; 
I  liave  been  at  the  plow,  I  have  been  at  the  spade 

Till  dark,  and-at  sunrise  in  the  morn; 
But  at  night  I  would  go^or  some  pleasure  through  town — 

I  was  always  for  pleasure  and  joy. 
My  mother  would  say,  when  going  away,  •!.    .  ■; 

Be  home  early  to-ni^t,  my  dear  boy. 

CnoRUS.  •  :     .  ;    ■ 

.    Be  home  early  to-niglit,  my  dear  boy;  V' 

Be  home  early  to-night,  my  dear  boy; 
Don't  spend  all  your  money  to  gamble  and  drink; 
Be  home  early  to-night,  iny  dear  boy.  .    '    '. 

One  night  I  left  home,  and  poor  mother  was  sick,  .    '" 

In  fever  of  torture  and  pain;  '»        ;' 

She  says,  "My  dear  boy,  take  the  motto  I  give, 

I  may  not  give  it  to  you  again." 
But  when  I  returned  from  my  night's  fun  and  joy, 

I  heard  my  poor  mother  was  dead ; 
'Twas  then  a  cold  chill  through  my  body  did  run. 

When  I  thought  of  the  last  words  she  said. — Chorvx, 

All  young  men  that  are  here,  take  a  word  of  advice: 

To  your  father  and  mother  attend. 

For  a  good  mother's  love  it  must  not  be  forgot —  . ' 

When  she's  gone  you've  lost  your  best  friend.  ;:j 
Don't  spend  all  your  money  to  gamble  and  drink,       .     •  .  i   , 

There  are  many  things  j^bu  can  enjoy;  ;  V.,      ].; 

Take  tlte  lesson  I  give— 'twas  a  mother's  request —  J ';. ,: 

Keep  good  hours  at  night,  my  dear  hoy  ^.—Chorus.  U  l".; 


The  Little  Flo-wer  You  Gave  Me. 

Copyright,  1872,  by  Roe  Stephens. 

Music  of  this  Sonpr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receii»t 
of  35  cents,  by  llenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Cliatbam  St.,  New  York. 

I've  been  thinking,  darling,  thinking  i,  , 

Of  the  days  now  past  and  gone,  '  .- 

"When  I  met  you  down  beside  the  dear  old  mill; 

How  you  told  me  til  at  you  loved  me. 
And  5'our  heart  was  all  my  own. 

I'm  thinking,  darling,  thinking  of  you  still; 
And  in  thie  shtides  of  evening. 

Tears  will  fill  my  eyes; 
I'm  sad  and  lonely  all  my  journey  throu^. 

And  the  little  flower  you  gave  me,  \      ' 

It  is  all  I've  left  to  prize; 

I'm  thinking,  darling,  dreaming  most  of  you. 

Chorus.  ■  "'I  " .     ■ 

-.    ,      Tve  been  thinking,  darling,  thinking, 

I've  been  thinking  of  thee,  fond  and  true. 
And  the  little  flower  you  gave  me. 

It  is  all  I've  left  to  prize; 
I'm  thinking,  darling,  thinking, 
I'm  thinking  now  of  you. 

I've  been  thinking,  darling,  thinking 

Of  our  childhood's  happy  home. 
Where  the  drooping  willows  kiss'd  the  running  streams. 

And  old  mem  ries  cluster  round  me. 
For  no  matter  where  I  roam,  |     . 

Your  sunbright  face  is  ever  in  my  dreams. 
Sweet  angels  giiard  my  darling. 

Angels  bright  and  fair; 
We'irmeet  again  beyond  the  jasper  sea; 

For  the  mem'ries  of  the  old  home 
Ever  linger  with  me  now; 

I  think  of  you  wherever  I  ipay  go. — Ghoru*. 


— A  pair  bf  lovers,  flcekig  from  stern  and  cruel  parents,  were 
married  in  the  carSja^lir  St.  Louis,  the  other  day.  Papa  tele- 
jrraphed  to  the  cpamictor  to  send  his  daughter  home,  but  he 
telegraphed  b*c^^**  Never  return  a  fair  on  this  road." 
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BETSY   DESTROYS   THE   PAPER 


I've 
To  see  t 
For  I've 

And  the 


broi^ffht  back  tlie  paper,  lawyer,  aiul  fett-lied  tlie  parson  here, 
things  are  regular,  and  settled  np  fair  and  clear; 
)een  talking  with  Caleb,  and  Caleb  has  with  ine, 
mount  of  it  is  we're  minded  to  try  once  more  to  agree. 


So  I  earn 
(Caleb  is 
Just  to  ti 
So  I'll 


te;  ,r 


here  on  the  business— only  a  word  to  say 
^taking  pe«-vines.  and  couldn't  come  to-day,) 
11  you  and  parson  how  that  we've  changed  our  mind : 
HP  the  paper,  lawyer,  you  see  it  wasn't  siguc* 


And  nowjif  parson  is  ready,  I'll  walk  with  him  toward  home  ; 

I  want  t(  thank  him  for  something,   twas  kind  of  him  to  come  ; 

lie's  slio'  red  a  Christian  spirit,  stood  by  us  firm  and  true  : 

We  migh  H't  have  changed  our  mind,  squire,  if  he'd  been  a  lawyer  too. 

There !—  low  good  the  sun  feels,  and  the  grass,  and  blowin'  ti-oes, 
Somethii  g  about  them  lawyers  makes  me  feel  fit  to  freeze ; 
I  wasn't  )onnd  to  state  i)artii'ular  to  that  man, 
Bnt  its  right  you  sJiould  kiww.  parson,  about  our  change  of  plan. 


bee  a 


We'd 
And  w 
But  I  gu 
Tliat  thak- 


( «i 


You  see. 
There  w 
To  go  w 
"  I'll  stay 


1 


But  I  n 
And  said 
And  I'll 
'Risugh 


But  the  1 
Id  the  te 
But  then 

So  if  Ci 


al<b 


Ojie  noti- 
I  wish.  if| 
It  don  t 
That 


foils 


A  Uecitation— By  D.  R  Locke. 


I've  no  such  an  expectation  ;  why,  parson,  if  that  is  so. 

You  needn't  Wave  worked  so  faithful  to  reconcile  folks  below ; 

I  hold  another  opinion,  and  hold  it  straight  and  square. 

If  we  can't  be  peaceable 'isi:,  we  won't  be  peaceable  there. 

But  there's  the  n^qnest  he  made ;  yon  know  it,  parson,  about 
Bein'  laid  under  the  maples  that  his  o.rn  hand  set  out. 
And  me  to  l)e  laid  beside  him  when  my  time  comes  to  go ; 
As  if— as  if— don't  mind  me ;  but  'twas  that  unstnmg  me  so. 

And  now  that  some  scales,  as  we  think,  have  fallen  from  our  eyes,- 
And  thinffi  brought  so  to  a  crisis  have  made  us  both  more  wise, 
Why,  Caleb  says,  an<l  so  1  say,  till  the  Lord  parts  him  and  me. 
We'll  love  each  better,  and  try  our  best  to  agree. 


some  days  a  wuverin"  a  little,  Caleb  and  me, 
d  the  hateful  paper  at  the  bottom  of  tlie  sea  : 
s  'twas  the  p>rayer  last  evening,  and  the  few  woi-ds'yon  said, 
red  the  ice  between  us,  and  brought  things  to  a  head. 


hen  we  came  to  division,  there  were  things  that  wouldn't  divide ; 
1  s  our  twelve-year-old  bal)y,  !<he  couldn't  l)e  satisfied 
li  one  or  the  other,  but  Just  kept  whimperin'  low,     . 
with  papa  and  mamma,  and  where  they  go  I'll  go." 

Then  t4ie  'e  was  grandsire"s  IJible— he  died  on  our  wedding  day  : 

We  couU  n't  halve  the  old  lUble.  and  should  it  go  or  stay  !■ 

The  shee  s  that  wa*  Caleb's  mother's,  her  sampler  t>n  tlie  wall. 

With  the^weet  old  names  worked  in— Tryphena,  and  Eunice,  and  Paul. 

It  began  |o  be  hard  then,  parson,  but  it  grew  harder  still, 

Talkin"  o  '  Caleb  established  down  at  Mclb'nrysville  ; 

Three  do  lars  a  week  'twould  c<.>st  him  ;  no  mendir."  nor  sc)rt  of  care. 

And  boa»l  at  the  Wiriow  Meachams— a  woman  that  wears  false  hair. 

Still  we  d-ent  on  a  talkin';  I  agreed  to  kiiit  some  socks. 
And  mak  l-  a  dozen  striped  shirts,  and  a  pair  of  wa'mlis  frocks  :         , 
And  he  v  a*  to  cut  a  doorway  from  the  kitclien  to  the  shed  :  . 

'  Save  y(!  u  climbing  steps  much,  in  frosty  weather,"  he  said. 

He  brous  lit  me  the  pen  at  last ;  I  felt  a  sinkin',  and  he 

Looked  a  'i  he  did  with  the  agur,  in  the  Spring  of  sixty-three  ; 

'Twas  th  '11  you  dropped  in,  parson,  'twasn't  much  that  was  said. 

-"  Little  cjiildren,  love  on«  another,  "  but  the  tiling  was  killed  stone  dead. 

I  should  ike  to  make  confession  :  not  that  I'm  going  to  say 
The  faull  was  all  on  my  side,  that  never  was  my  way. 
But  it  mi  y  be  true  that  women— though  how  'tis  1  can't  see- 
Are  a  tri|e  more  agf?ravat  in"  than  men  know  how  to  be. 

Then,  pafrson,  the  neighbors'  meddlin'— it  wasn't  pouiin"  oil : 
And  the    hurch  a  laborin'  with  ns.  'twas  worse  than  wnsted  toil : 
And  I've  thought,  and  so  has  Caleb,  though  maybe-  we  are  wrong. 
If  they'd  kept  to  their  own  business,  we  should  have  fcot  along. 

There  w£  s  Deacon  Amos  Purdy,  a  goofl  man  as  we  know. 
But  hadr  "t  a  gift  of  laborin'  except  with  the  scythe  and  lioe; 
Then  a  U  ad  came  over  in  peach  time  from  the  Wilbur  neighborhood. 
'  Season  of  prayer,  "  they  called  it ;  didn't  do  an  atom  of  good, 

I'll  tell  yi  lU  about  the  heifer— one  of  the  kindest  and  best- 
That  bro  her  Kphraim  gave  me,  the  Fall  he  moved  out  West ;  • 
I'm  free   o  (iwn  it  riled  me  that  Caleb  should  think  and  say 
She  died  v>i  convulsions— a  cow  that  milked  four  gallons  a  day. 

e«  d 


n't  have  spoke  of  turnips,  needn't  have  been  so  cross, 
liard  things,  and  hinted  as  if  'twas  all  imy  loss ; 
t  -tke  it  all  back,  parson  ;  that  fire  shan't  ever  break  out. 
t  iie  cow  was  choked  with  a  turnip,  I  never  had  a  d<nibl. 


Then  thete  are  p'ints  of  doctrine,  and  views  of  a  future  state. 
I'm  willii  ig  to  stop  discussin";  we  can  both  afford  to  wait  : 
'Twon'l   iriiig  the  millennium  sooner,  disputin'  about  when  it's  due, 
Althougi  I  feel  an  assurance  that  mine's  the  Scriptural  view. 


lessedest  trutlL«  of  the  Bible,  I've  learned  to  think  don't  lie 
X.*  wt;  hunt  with  a  <  imdle  to  prove  our  doctrines  by, 
that  c<mie  to  us  in  sorrow,  and  when  were  wn  our  knees; 
won't  argue  on  frce-wiH,  I'll  leave  ah)nc  the  decrees. 

m  of  Caleb's,  parson,  seems  rather  misty  and  dim  ; 
it  comes  convenient,  you'd  change  a  word  with  him  : 
<  uite  stand  to  reason,  and  for  gospel  it  isn't  eU'ar, 
love  better  In  heaven  for  having  (luarrekd  here. 


Gwine  to  Cross  de  River  Bye-and-Bye 

Composed  by  W.  McXamara. 

Oil!  white  folks  listen  while  I  bing  to  you  a  song — 

I'se  gwine  to  cross  dc  river  bye-nud-hyc ; 
Aud  I  liope  I  won't  detain  j'ou  long — 

I'so  gwino  to  ero.vs  de  river  hye-and-bye. 
Oh!  de  angel  Gabriel,  blowing  on  his  horn — 

I'se  gwine  to  ci'o.<'*  de  river  bye-and-bye; 
Wake  up  all  de  uiggeis  on  de  judgment  morn— 

I'se  gwiuc  to  cross  de  river  bye-and-bye. 

Chorus. 
Den  shout  for  glory,  sliout  for  glory,  children — 
I'm  gwine  to  get  on  de  gospel  train. 
To  cross  o'er  de  river  bye-and-bye. 

I'se  gwine  to  hallelujah,  for  to  wear  a  glorj'  crown — 

Aud  I'm  gwine  to  cross  dc  river  bye-and-bye: 
Make  uU  you  sinners  come  a  'tumbling  down — . 

I'se  gwine  to  cross  de  river  bvo-and  l>ye.  . 

Oil !  de  golden  chariot  am  awaiting  for  you  all — 

I'se  gwine  to  cross  de  river  bye-and-bye; 
Take  ail  on  board  from  de  large  to  de  small — 

I'se  gwine  to  cross  de  river  bye-and-bye. — Chorus. 

Oh!  dc  angel  (Jabriel  lives  in  de  sky — 

I'se  gwine  to  cross  dc  river  bye-and-bye; 
And  I  hope  I'll  go  dere  when  1  <lie — 

I'se  gwine  to  cross  de  river  bye  and  bye. 
For  de  good  people  go  dere  without  any  cost — 

I'se  gwine  to  cross  de  river  bye-and-bye; 
And  de  bad  ones  surely  will  get  lost — 

I'se  gwine  to  cross  de  river  bj'e-and-bye. — C/iorva. : 

Dar  am  Honey  on  dese  Lips. 

Copyright,  1878,  by  E.  II.  Harding.  | 

Tlie  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of       L-ents.  by  Henry  -I.  Wehman,  W  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

-  • 

Come  and  kiss  me,  Linda,  kiss  me,  .  . 

I'se  a  w.iitin*  for  j'ou  here,  . 

,   For  I  know  dat  you  would  miss  me,       .       . 
If  dis  darkey -was  not  near. 
Long  I'se  lov'd  you.  Linda,  lov'd  you. 

As  de  bee  de  flower  it  sips. 
And  as  true  as  de  stars  above  you, 
Dar  am  honey  on  tle.se  lips. 
Ciiouus. 

Long  I'se  lov'd  you,  Linda,  lov'd  you, 
As  de  bee  de  flower  it  sips, 
.4.  And  as  true  as  stars  above  you, 

Dar  am  honey  on  dese  lip.s. 

Come  and  nestle  close  beside  me, 

So  I  loves  you  all  de  more. 
For  I  knows  you  will  confide  me 

Something  nehber  told  before. 
While  you're  lookin' from  de  winda, 

Think  how  soon  de  ebenin^  slips. 
And  believe  me,  darling  Linda, 

Dar  am  lioney  on  dese  lip.s.  —  ChoruK 

Come  and  whisper  words  of  pleasure. 

Tell  me  if  your  heart  am  true. 
For  you  am  my  dearest  treasure, 

And,  my  love,  I  love  but  you; 
Now,  as  in  de  past  I  feel  it. 

From  my  toes  to  finger  tips,  - 

And  I  wish  you'd  let  me  seal  it 

Wid  de  honey  on  dese  lips. — Choru*. 
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MARY'S   GONE   WID  A   COON. 


Copyright.  1880,  by  Geo.  D.  Xewhall  &  Co. 


The  Music  of  tliis  Sonff  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  cliatham  Street,  New  York. 


As  sung  by  Billy  Kersands. 


Dar's  heaps  of  trouble  on  tie  old  man's  mind —  v  ? 

Come  darkies,  •weep  wid  me. 
My  Mary  Ann's  run  away  wid  a  coon.  ■  „ 

And  he's  black,  he's  black  as  he  can  be.  . ,  * 

But  I  wouldn't  care  if  he  was  only  yellow,  '.   • 

But  he's  black  all  o'er;  he's  porter  in  a  store. 
And  my  heart  it  is  tore,  when  I  think  de  matter  o'er, 

Dat  de  child  dat  I  bore,  should  think  of  me  no  more 
Den  to  run  away  wid  a  great  black  coon. 

Cnouus.  " 

Mary's  gone  wid  a  coon ; 

Mary's  gone  wid  a  coon ; 
Heaps  of  trouble  on  de  old  man's  mind. 

Since  Mary's  gone  wid  a  coon.  >. 

Oh !  I  never  thought,  when  I  raised  dat  child. 

Of  de  trouble  slie  would  be  to  me; 
She  had  everything  dat  her  heart  could  wish — 

She  was  raised  in  de  lap  of  luxury;  • 

And  I  never  once  for  a  moment  suspected  *    : 

But  dat  she'd  reflected,  beft)re  she  selected 
A  man  more  respected,  more  highly  connected. 

Less  darkly  complected,  and  not  have  dejected 
Dis  old  man's  mind  with  trouble  like  dis. — Chorus. 

Now  all  you  people  who  have  children  to  raise,  ; 

Take  warning  at  my  fate;  -  ' 

Watch  over  dem  carefully,  or  else  vou'll  find. 

Like  toe,  dat  you  have  been  too  late. 
For  girls  are  wild  when  dey're  in  deir  teens: 

Dey're  always  after  beaux,  and  wearing  good  clothes, 
And  going  to  sliows,  and  no  one  knows 

All  de  troubles  and  woes,  from  a  parent's  heart  flows — 

G  horns.  ■    / 


»? 


It's  enough  to  break  dis  old  mans  heart 


CHICKElSrS   IN  THE   G-ARDEN. 

As  sung  V)y  Johnny  Roach. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonsr  'will  be  sont  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Ileury  J.  Wdpnan,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

I  once  did  know  a  farmer,  a  good  old  jolly  soul. 

Who  used  to  work  upon  the  farm  around  his  country  home; 

He  had  an  only  daughter,  and  to  win  her  I  did  try. 

And  when  I  asked  him  for  her  hand  these  words  "he  did  reply: 

CnORUS, 
Treat  my  daughter  kindly,  and  say  you'll  do  no  harm. 
And  when  I  tlie  I'll  leave  to  you  mj'  little  house  and  farm. 
My  horse,  my  plow,  my  sheep,  my  cow,  my  hogs  and  little  barn. 
And  dkX  those  little  chickens  in  the  garden. 

I  own  I  love  this  darling  girl,  and  dearly  she  loves  me — 

I  used  to  go  around  her  Jiome,  her  smiling  face  to  see; 

To  watch  her  milk  her  father's  cows,  and  admire  her  every  charm,- 

And  many  a  drink  of  milk  I  got  before  1  left  the  barn. 

Spoken — Yes,  and  the  old  man  would  join  our  hands  together, 
putting  one  of  his  own  on  each  of  our  heads,  he  wo\ild  say:  God 
bless  you,  little  children,  and,  young  man.  remember  111  break 
your  back  if  you  don't  always 

Treat  my  daughter  kindly,  &c. 

Now  the  old  man  has  consented,  and  married  we  will  be; 
We'll  own  a  little  farm  ourselves,  and  live  in  harmony; 
I'll  use  her  well,  his  only  child,  and  I'll  treat  her  kindly, 
And  I'll  strive  to  keep  the  promise  tJiat  the  old  man  asked  of  me. 

Spoken — And  oh.  Lord,  how  his  eye  used  to  twinkle,  and  how 
it  used  to  tickle  me  every  time  I'd  hear  him  say 

CnoRrs.  j 

Treat  my  daughter  kindly,  and  say  you'll  do  no  harm,  ' 

And  when  I  (lie  111  leave  to  you  my  little  house  and  farm. 
.*Iy  horse,  my  plow,  my  sheep,  m}'  cow,  my  hogs,  and  little  bare. 
And  all  those  Irttle  chickens  in  fhe  garden. 


:;     ON  THE  STRICT   "Q.  T 

C'opjn-ight,  ISrr,  by  \Vm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  50  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

As  sung  by  Miss  Lydia  Thompson. 

We  are  very  often  told  , 

All  that  glitters  is  not  gold,  -• 

And  we're  not  as  we  all  ought  to  be ;  ,     , 

And  you*  d  quite  believe  it  true, 

If  vou  saw  the  things  I  do,  -^ 

When  I  get  upon  the  strict  '*  Q.  T."        .      .■:• 

The  Russians  in  the  East, 

Were  preparing  for  a  feast—       1 
They  meant  to  carve  the  Turkey,  don  t  you  see? 

They  said,  "It's  peace  we're  on  ;"    . 

But  their  little  game  was  Con- 
stantinople on  the  strict  '•  Q.  T." 

Chorus.  ! 

,  Oh,  my  !  what  a  i^ious  world  this  is. 
And  how  very  good  we  all  seem  to  be  ; 

What  a  duffing  lot  you  lind,  - 

If  you  only  raise  the  blind, 
And  see  us  on  the  strict  "Q.  T." 

Old  ladies  oft  declare  -.-    ^ 

Girls  should  never  wear  false  hair — 

The  locks  that  once  adorned  another  she, 
Or  to  use  that  lily-white  ;  | 

But  they  draw  the  curtains  tight, 

And  use  it  on  the  strict  "  Q.  T,"  ' 

Each  girl  a  little  puff  - 

'  Will  in  her  pocket  stuff —  j 

She  cannot  do  without  it,  all  agree ; 
And  her  pretty  nose  she'll  powder, 
AVlien  a  moment  is  allowed  her 

To  do  it  on  the  strict  "  Q.  T."  1  - 

Oh,  my !  what  a  pious  world,  &c. 

With  a  lady  when  you  dine. 
And  you  ask  her  to  take  wine, 

She  says,  "  I  couldn't  touch  it ;  not  for  me !  '* 
Say,  "  Mumm's  the  word,  make  haste  !  " 
And  I  think  you'll  find  she'll  taste 

That  "  Mumm  "  upon  the  strict  "  Q.  T." 
AVIien  Sunday  comes  you  fear    j 
You  cannot  get  your  beer — 

It's  forbidden  in  the  city  of  the  free  ; 
It's  naughty,  but  it's  nice. 
But  if  vou  ask  for,  '*  Weiss," 

You'U  get  it  on  the  strict  "  Q.  T.'' 

Oh,  my  !  what  a  pious  world,  &c. 

Just  take  a  pretty  miss,  j 

And  offer  her  a  kiss. 

When  there's  anybody  standing  by  to  see  ; 
She'd  say  she'd  rather  die,  i 

But  vou  may  snatch  it  on  the  sly, 

And  she'll  like  it  on  the  strict  " Q.  T." 
Now,  there's  the  needy  sweU. 
Who  calls  a  girl  a  "gell,"  i 

Wears  an  ulster  quite  a  yard  below  his  knee  ; 
Then  comes  the  ancient  beau, 
Upon  whose  cheek  there  is  a  glow 

That  we  think  is  on  the  strict  Q.  T." 
^^^^x   .r-  .  .;       Oh,  my!  what  a  pious  world,  &q. 
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SARAH'S  YOUNG  MAN. 


Sunjj  by  Tony  I'astor. 


of  tills  Soiii;  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
» ceuts,  by  llenry  J.  \\  tliiuau,  M  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 


>f  33  ueuts,  by  llenry 

first  love  Avas  Sarah;  oh,  none  could  be  fairer 
iaa  she  was,  in  fact,  I've  ne'er  seen  one  so  fair; 
ler  I  got  love-sick — she  was  a  domestic, 
id  lived  ut  a  mansion  in  Louisberg  Square. 
er  shall  forget  her,  the  first  time  Imct  her, 
she  out  of  the  house  for  the  dinner  beer  ran; 
love  at  first  sight,  for  on  tlie  same  night, 
with  joy  was  accepted  as  ISurah's  young  man. 


I  o;  t  got  invited  to  tea,  and  delighted 

I  felt  at  the  welcome  she  always  gave  mc , 
Wli  ile  sipping  our  Souchong  we'd  talk  of  affection, 

A  nd  how  1  enjoyed  the  hot  muffins  for  tta. 
Th<  servants  were  Sukey,  a  very  fat  cookey, 

J?mima,  the  housemaid,  and  kitchenmaid  Fan; 
As  5ne  may  suppose,  they  all  had  their  beaux, 

i  ut  no  one  was  favor'd  like  Sarah's  young  man. 


L^nls 

Mel 


bspected  one  nrght  I  call'd,  when  a  sight 
let  my  view,  that  I  scarce  could  believe  my  eyes, 
Bui ,  alas!  'twas  too  true,  there  a  horse-guard  in  blue, 

Hat  quite  cosy  with  Sarah,  who  star  il  with  j^urprise; 
An  1  wheu  I  demanded  a  true  oxplanation 

C'f  such  heartless  conduct.  Miss  Saraii  began 
To  laugh  and  grew  bolder,  while  her  great  clumsy  .soldier 
J:  eiz'd  hold  of  the  collar  of  Sarah's  young  man. 

Sail  he  cooly  to  me,  "  You're  not  Avantcd,  you  sec. 

If  you'll  quietly  take  my  adviee  you'll  walk  out.  ' 
Sai  II,  "  If  I  do,  by  Jove!  you'll  go  loo," 

'  ^Then  the  monster  began  for  to  knock  me  about; 
W  lile  struggling,  we  both  heard  the  voice  of  tiie  ma.sfer, 

'  'he  soldier  with  friglit  unlhe  area  steps  ran, 
"W  lile  I,  soon  as  able,  craw*Q  under  the  table — 

.  L  nice  sit.uation  fur  Sarahs  young  man. 

W  ill,  down  came  the  master,  but  before  him  iimeh  faster 
<  'ame  a  nasty  black  poodle,  who  scamperd  about ; 

I  t  embled  with  fear,  whene'er  it  came  near, 

^ud  dreaded  its  finding  my  hiding-place  out; 
M;  ■  breathing  I  smothere*!,  but,  alas!  was  discovered, 

j'or  the  poodle  a  sniffing  and  barking  began; 
Tl  e  master  he  lifted  the  cloth  from  the  table, 

\.ud  dragged  out  from  under  it  Sarah's  young  man. 

M  r  feelings  that  moment  I  cannot  describe  them — 
My  looks  I  am  sure  must  have  been  most  ab.surd; 

I I  "lanced  at  my  captor,  then  trembled  and 'stammered — 
Though  trying  to  speak,  I  could  not  say  a  word. 

T  le  master  he  tighten'd  his  hold  of  my  collar, 

Saying,  "  Who  and  what  are  you?  speak  out  if  you  can — 

A  thief  or  a  lover?  "     Said  I,  with  a  stutter, 
"  No,  no,  no,  if  you  please  sir,  I'm  Sarah's  vQtmg  man." 

I  rave  to  the  master  all  due  explanation, 

tie  tlien  let  me  go  and  thus  ended  my  fright ; 
3$ss  Sarah  of  conr.se  she  lost  her  situation. 

And  also  her  soldier,  which  served  her  quite  right. 
The  last  tims  we  met  she  Wiis  full  of  regret. 

And  said,  "Oh,  forgive  me  this  once  if  you  can ;" 
Bjit  said  I,  "  Oh,  no!  fools  often  fall  'tween  two  .stools. 

And  I'm  Uappy  I'm  no  longer  Sarah's  young  man." 


The 


:^OST  ROSABEL. 


Music  of  this  Sonsr  will  be  sont  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  30  ceuts,  by  Ueury  J.  Welunan,  OoCluitham  .St.,  Xew  York. 

They  have  giv'n  thee  to  another. 

They  have  broken  ev'ry  vow; 
They  have  giv'n  thee  to  another. 

And  my  heart  is  lonely  now. 
They  remember  not  our  parting. 

They  rememlier  not  our  tears. 
They  have  sevcr'd  in  an  hour 

The  tenderness  of  years. 
Oh!  was  it  well  to  lea%'o  me; 
Thou  could'st  not  so  deceive  me; 
Long  and  sorely  I  shall  grieve  thee, 

Lost,  lost  liosabcl. 


Thev  have  giv'n  thee  to  another, 

Thou  art  now  his  gentle  bride; 
Uad  Ilov'd  thee  as  a  brothsr, 

I  could  see  thee  by  his  side; 
But  I  know  with  gold  they've  won  thee. 

And  thy  trusting  heart  beguil'd; 
Thy  mother,  too,  doth  shun  me, 

For  she  knew  I  loved  her  child. 
Oh?  was  it  well  to  sever 
Two  fond  hearts  forever? 
1  can  only  answer — never! 

Lost,  lost  Kosabel! 

They  have  giv'n  her  to  another, 

She  will  love  him,  too,  they  say; 
If  her  memry  do  not  chide  her. 

Oh!  perhaps,  perhaps  she  may. 
But  I  know  that  she  hath  spoken 

What  she  never  can  forget. 
And  tho'  ray  heart  be  broken. 

It  will  love  her,  love  her  yet. 
Oh!  'twas  not  well  to  sever 
Two  fond  hearts  forever?  .  *  • 

I  can  only  say — forever — 

Dear,  aear  Rosabel! 


TRUE   AS   STEEL.  ' 

The  Musio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receii^t 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  50  Cliatham  Street,  New  York. 

Sung  by  Miss  Kate  Mon.rose. 

People  we  meet  evcr'y  day  that  are  very  prone  to  say. 

This  world  is  everywhere  devoid  of  truth, 
But  trouble,  care  and  strife,  and  a  disappointed  life. 

Will  make  skeptics  of  the  old  man  and  the  youth; 
Cut  to-night,  my  friends,  the  object  of  my  song 
Is  to  prove  such  sayings  altogether  wrong. 
There  are  men  among  the  best,  that  have  nobly  stood  the  test. 
For  we  tried  them  and  we  found  them  true  as  steel. 

In  the  days  of  seventy-six,  in  our  countiy's  awful  fix. 

Wheu  the  Britisli  sent  their  minions  to  our  shore. 
And  the  little  patriot  band,  fighting  hard  for  fatherland. 

Felt  the  rigors  and  the  sufferings  of  the  war; 
And  when  ev'ry  heart  was  sinking  with  despair,  f 

'ihore  was  one  wlio  nobly  faced  the  battle's  glare, 
'Till  the  victory  Avas  won — 'twas  brave  Gen'ral  Washington; 
Yes,  wc  tried  him,  and  we  found  him  true  as  steel.  ^ 


-f 


NO    ONEJTO   LOVE. 

Sunjf  by  Miss  Fanny  May. 


The  Music  of  this  Scnir  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipi 
of :«  cemts,  by  lltary  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  Xew  York. 

No  one  to  love,  none  to  caress, 
Roving  alone  in  this  worhl's  wilderness, 
Sad  is  nty  heart,  joy  is  unknown. 
For,  in  my  sorrow,  I'm  weeping  alone; 
No  gentle  voice,  no  tender  smile. 
Makes  me  rejoice,  or  cares  beguile. 

Ciionus.  '■'..  ■ 

No  one  to  love,  none  to  caress, 
Roving  alone  in  this  world's  wildernessi; 
Sad  is  my  heart,  joy  is  unknown. 
For,  in  my  sorrow,  I'm  weeping  alone. 

In  dreams  alone  loved  ones  I  see. 

And  well-known  voices  then  whisper  to  me; 

Sighing  I  wake,  waking  I  weep — 

Soon  with  the  lov'd  and  lost  one  I  shall  sleep; 

Oh' blissful  rest  what  heart  W(mld  stay 

Unloved,  unblessed,  from  heaven  away. 

No  one  to  love,  none  to  caress,  &v.. 

None  to  love,  none  to  caress. 
None  to  respond  this  heart's  tenderness; 
Trusting  I  wait,  God  in  his  love 
Promises  rest  in  his  mansions  above; 
Oh!  bliss  in  store,  oh!  joy  mine  own,      -,.'■''. 
.     .,    There  never  more  to  weep  alone. 

....      No  one  to  love,  none  t':  caress,  Ac, 
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THE   DRUNKALID'S  DREAM. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonff  will  be  sent  to  aiy  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  ceuts,  by  liemy  J.  Weliinaii,  5*'  t'liatliam  St.,  Kew  York. 

Why,  Dermot,  you  look  healthy,  now  you*  dress  is  neat  aud  cleau ; 
I  never  see  you  drunlc  about,  oh  1  tell  whce  y<>u"vo  been ; 
Your  wife  and  family  all  are  well,  you  once  did  use  them  strange, 
Oh !  you  are  kinder  to  them ;  how  came  this  happy  change? 

It  was  a  dream,  a  waminsr  voice,  which  lieaven  sent  to  me, 

To  snatch  mo  from  the  drunkard's  curse,  grin'  want  and  misery ; 

My  wages  all  were  spent  in  drink ;  oli !  what  a  wretched  view ; 

I  almost  broke  my  Marj''s  heart,  and  starved  rj y  children,  too. 

■  ■  ■    "  '«  . 
What  was  my  home  or  wife  to  me?  I  heeded  nor  her  sigh ; 

Her  patient  smile  has  welcomed  nie  when  teiirs  ledimnied  her  eye ; 

My  children  too  have  oft  awoke ;  "  oh !  father,  de  ir,"  they've  said, 

Poor  mother  has  been  weeping  so  because  we've-had  no  bi-ead. 

My  Mary's  form  did  waste  away— I  saw  her  sunken  eye—  V '  ;.. 

On  straw  my  babes  in  sickness  laid— I  heard  their  w  liluig  cry ; 
I  laughed  and  sung  in  drunken  joy,  wliile  Marj's  tears  did  s-treani, 
Then  like  a  beast  I  fell  asleep— and  had  this  wanihig  dream :  , 

I  thought  once  more  I  stagger'd  home ;  there  seemed  a  soleum  gloom ; 
I  missed  my  wife,  where  can  she  be?  and  strangers  in  the  room. 
I  heard  them  say,  "  Toor  thing,  she's  dead,  she  led  a  wretched  life. 
Grief  and  want  have  broken  her  heart ;  v.ho"d  be  a  drunkard's  wife?" 

I  saw  my  children  weeping  round ;  I  scarcely  drew  my  breath. 
They  called  and  kissed  her  lifeless  form,  forever  stilled  in  death. 
"Oh  1  father,  como  and  wake  her  up,  the  people  say  shes  dead. 
Oh  I  make  her  smile,  and  speak  once  more,  we'll  never  cry  for  bread." 

"  She  is  not  dead,"  I  frantic  cried,  and  i-ushed  to  where  she  lay. 
And  madly  kiss'd  her  once  warm  lips,  forever  cold  as  clay ; 
"  Oil !  ^lary  speak  one  word  to  me,  no  more  I'll  caut-c  you  pain,      • 
No  more  I'll  grieve  your  loving  heart,  nor  ever  drink  again." 

"  Dear  Mary  speak,  'tis  Dermot  calls  I "    "  Why,  so  I  do  I "  she  cried ; 
I  woke,  and  true,  my  Mary  dear  was  kneeling  by  my  side ;  • 
I  press'd  her  to  my  throbbing  heart,  while  joyous  tears  did  stream. 
And  ever  since  I've  heaven  bless"d  for  sending  me  that  dream. 

[In  our  next  number  we  .shall  publish  the  SL-quel  to  the  above 
8ong,  entitled,  "The  Wife's  Dream."— Ed.]     . 
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THE   TAM   OSHANTER  HAT. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 
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Hang  Up  Your  Hat  BeMnd  tlie  Door. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  t)n  receipt 
of      ceuts,  by  Ueury  J.  Wehman,  50  ChatLum  Street,  New  York. 

feit  sick  and  tired  of  a  bachelor's  life,  ,.-       . 

And  so  I  began  to  look  out  for  a  wiio;  .  v 

The  young  ones  ^cre  giddy,  aud  so  I  confess'd  • 

That  a  nice  little  widow  would  suit  me  the  best;  '         j      ; 
One  dny,  at  a  grocer's  shop  chancing  to  call,  ^ 

With  the  Missis,  a  widow,  in  love  I  did  fall, 
Slie  w:i9  fat,  fair  and  forty,  well  dressd,  and  all  that, 
■        Thinks  I,  here's  the  place  where  111  hang  up  my  hat. 

SpdfEN— But  little  did  I  think  she'd  make  use  of  the  very 
same  words  aud  say — 

Cnonus.\ "-■;;■■..:■.;;.       "■■ " ';'  ■■ 

Hang  up  your  hat  behind  the  door  that  leads  into  the  shop, 
Make  y»urself  at  home,  John,  as  if  you  meant  to  stop; 
Nobody  comes  in  the  parlor,  so  don't  uneasy  be — 
Sit  at  your  ease,  so  long  as  you  please,  for  the  place  belongs  o  me. 

.  Her  age,  as  I've  said,  was  a  couple  of  score, 
•  And  my  years  wouUl  number  a  half  dozen  more, 

,!  ;   "      8o  I  made  up  my  mind  to  win  her  I'd  try,  i. 

: ;         And  called  every  evening  some  trifle  to  buy;  ■  ■•     •. 

,  -   But  one  day  she  begged  lliat  I  longer  would  stop. 

And  step  in  the  room  at  the  back  of  the  sliop,  \  •  ;     . 

I  did,  but  so  shy,  continued  to  stand,  '  ■    :"t 

All  the  while  I  was  twirling  my  hat  in  my  hand.        "  '  ^ 

Spoken— I  suppose  that  was  why  she  said — Chorus.        > 

Well,  we  started  on  every-day  topics,  and  soon,  ;         ^^^ 

Although  over  forty,  we  found  we  could  spoon,  .;. 

For  she  laid  her  head  on  my  manly  chest,  } 

.:    And,  of  course,  I  said  everything  ju.^t  for  the  best;  ^ 

'      I  proposed— was  accepted — and  sins  in  return,  }      : 

Said,  "the  shop  that  I  keep  is  a  paying  couceTii,  '\ 

■■'.'    Aud  when  we  are  "wed,  or  even  before,  j;  .  • , 
.;  Ill  alter  the  name  painted  over  the  doo&"— C7((//a».  |  ' 


My  pretty  Jane !  a  watch  aud  chain, 

A  bracelet  or  a  ring, 
I'll  buy  for  you;  said  Jane,  "you'd  do 

A  very  foolish  thing. 
Don't  be  so  rash,  but  let  your  cash 

Be  better  spent  than  that, 
Buy  nie,  young  manl  a  Turn  O'Shan-, 

A  Tarn  O'Shaaler  hat." 

CnoRUs. 
She  wears  a  Tarn  O'Shanter  and  a  Jersey,  too, 
With  bootses  on  her  tootses,  very  bright  and  new; 
And  very  fetching  stockings,  of  a  navy  blue, 
To  help  the  Tarn  O'Shanter  and  the  Jersc}',  too. 

Her  dress,  I  guess,  don't  cost  her  less 

Than  hundred's  ev'ry  year,  j 

Or  rather  me,  because,  says  she,  / 

"  I'd  let  you  pay,  my  dear ; " 
And  I  do  pay,  for  ev'ry  day 

She  bu3's  and  I  am  sold ; 
But  bless  her  heart,  she  looks  so  smart, 

She's  worth  her  weight  in  gold.— CViorwa. 

Miss  This,  and  That,  survey  the  hat,  '.. 

And  toss  their  heads  and  sneer, 
"Oh,  what  a  sight!  she  is  a  fright! 

Now,  don't  you  think  §o,  dear?"  \ 

But  well  they  know  it  is  not  so. 

They're  jealous — ev'ry  one — 
They  know  she's  queen  when  she  is  seen. 

They're  stars,  but  she's  the  sun. — (JlwrvA, 

She's  to  be  mine,  her  form's  divine,     . 

As  all  tlie  world  can  see; 
Her  Joveliness,  and  her  tight  dress, 

Havequite  enchanted  me; 
With  waist  encased,  in  charming  taste. 

The  ladies  now  are  seen. 
Like  old  Jack  Sprat,  they  cry,  no  fat, 

Who  used  to  crinoline. — Vluirus. 
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SPRING-,  GENTLE   SPRING? 


The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reobipt 
of      cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  60  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Spring!  Spring!  gentle  Spring! 
Youngest  season  of  tlie  year, 
'       Hither  haste  and  with  thee  bring 
...         April  with  her  smile  and  tears; 
Hand  in  hand  with  jocund  May,. 
Bent  on  keeping  holiday;  .  - 

.•  With  the  daisy  diadem, 

'•  And  thy  robe  of  brightest  green,  ; 

We  will  welcome  thee  and  them, 
•  As  you've  ever  welcomed  been. 

Spring!  Spring!  gentle  Spring! 
Youngest  season  of  the  year, 
.      Life  and  joy  tO'Jiature  bring. 

Nature's  darling,  haste  thee  here. 

Spring!  Spring!  gentle  Spring! 

Gusty  March  before  thee  flies,      ■ 
Gloomy  Winter  banishing. 

Clearing  for  thy  path  the  skies; 
Flocks  and  herds,  aud  meads,  and  bowers. 

For  tliy  gracious  presence  long; 
Come  and  fill  the  fluids  with  flowers, 
r.   .  Come  and  fill  the  groves  with  song,  :  . 

Make  the  orchards  white  with  bloom,  " 

Bid  the  hawthorn  breathe  perfume.  . 

Spring!  Spring!  gentle  Spring!  ; 

Y'oungcst  season  of  the  year,  ! 

Life  and  joy  to  nature  bring. 

Nature  s  darling,  haste  tliee  here.        .''.'. 


—The  Rev.  S.  F.  Smith,  who  -«  rote:  "My  Countrj-,  Tis  of 
Tliee,"  is  still  living  in  Newton,  Mass.  He  says  he  wrote  the 
verses  on  a  scrap  of  waste  paper,  one  dismal  day  in  February, 
1832,  while  at  Andover  Seminary,  and  "had  no  intention  nor 
ambition  to  create  anvthing  that  should  have  a  national  reputa- 
tion."— Tlie  Pcojik's  h^ireside  JournaX,  April,  1881. 
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WEHMAN'S     UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER 


SHAMUS   O'BRIEN. 


A  Recltatiuii.— My  suinuel  Lover. 


.lis  I  afthor  the  war.  in  the  year  '98, 

As  soon  a.s  the  Ixiys  wor  all  st-attered  and  bate. 

'T'  k'as  tlio  «'ii!4t()n).  whfiif  \or  <i  peasant  wa.s  Kot. 

T(i  haiijr  liim  by  thri:il— Imrrin"  sicli  as  was  shot. 

Til  ?re  was  trial  by  Jury  mnii'  on  by  daylight, 

Ai  il  tlio  luartiallaw  lianKin'  the  hiviiis  by  nlxht ; 

If  1  tliem  was  hard  tinu-s  for  an  honest  gossoon. 

If   le  nils-sed  in  tlie  .|ud:i»-s  -he'd  meet  a  dragoon  ; 

Ai '  whetlitT  the  sodfrors  or  Jadjri  s  gev  scnttMue, 

Til  !»  (livil  a  much  time  thi-y  :i!1o\vim1  fur  repentance  ; 

Ai  '  its  niunys  the  fine  bt>y  wtis  then  on  his  keepin', 

W  il  small  share  iv  rostin".  ««•  aitin',  or  sleepin'. 

Ai  ■  l)4^au.si'  they  loved  Erin,  an'  seorued  to  sell  it. 

A   )rey  for  the  bloodhonnd.  a  mark  for  the  bullet. 

I'l  sheltered  by  niijht,  and  unrested  by  day, 

W  th  tilt  heath  for  their  barraoks,  revensre  for  their  pay  ; 

Ai  '  U»e  bravest  an'  hardiest  boy  iv  them  alt 

W  IS  Shamns  Olirien,  from  the  town  of  (Jllnaall. 

Hi  i  limbs  were  well  .set,  an'  his  body  was  litfhl. 

Aj  d  the  keenfaiiRed  hound  had  not  teeth  half  so  white  ; 

Bii  t  his  face  wa>  as  pale  as  the  face  of  the  dead, 

Ai  ■  his  cheek  never  warmed  witli  tlie  blush  of  the  red  ; 

Ar  ■  for  all  that  he  was  an  ugly  yonn;j  b"y, 

Fc  r  the  divil  himself  eouldn't  blaze  with  his  eye. 

So  droll  an'  so  wicket,  so  dark  an"  so  bvi^'hl. 

I,i  e  a  fire  flash  that  eros.M'd  the  depths  of  the  nijjht : 
he  was  {he  best  mower  that  has  ever  been,  , 

tiie  illitrantest  liurkr  that  ever  was  seen, 
his  dancin'  was  sich  that  tlie  men  u<e<l  to  stare, 
the  women  turn  crazy,  he  done  it  so  (|u;ire. 
by  Korra.  the  whole  world  (riv  it  into  bini  there, 
it's  he  was  the  h'y  that  was  hard  to  be  cau;;ht. 
it's  often  he  run,  and  it's  often  he  fought.  .     , 

it's  many  the  one  can  remember  right  well 

Tlje  quare  thinfrs  he  done  :  and  it's  oft  I  lieard  tell 
w  he  latherefl  the  yeomen,  himself  agin"  foni-, 
■  sttelcjied  the  two  stronjrest  on  olil  (iultlniore. 
t  the  fox  must  sleep  sranctimes,  the  wild  deer  must  rest, 
treaeherv  prey  on  the  blofwl  iv  the  best ; 

Alf  her  many  a  brave  action  of  power  and  jaidc. 

many  a  hard  night  on  the  mountain's  lileak  shle, 
a  thousand  great  dangers  and  toils  overpast, 

I  ivlt  he' dark  tress  of  inght  he  was  taken  at  last. 
n4w.  .Shamus,  took  back  on  the  beautiful  moon; 
F(  r  the  door  of  the  prison  must  close  on  you  soon. 
Ai  '  take  your  last  look  at  her  dim  lovely  light. 

'11  at  falls  on  the  mountain  and  valley  thy  iiigtit  ; 

Oi  e  took  at  the  village,  one  look  at  the  flood, 

Ai  i'  one  at  the  .sheltering,  far  distant  wood ; 

F{  rewell  to  the  forest,  farewell  to  the  hilT:' 

Ai  L  farewell  to  the  friends  that  will  think  of  you  still ; 

Fi  rewell  to  the  patthern,  the  hnrtin'  an'  wake, 

A  i'  farewell  to  the  girl  that  would  die  for  your  sake. 

A  i'  twelve  sodgers  brought  him  to  Maryborough  jail, 

Ai  r  the  turnkey  resaved  him,  refusin"  all  bait ; 

Tl  e  fleet  limbs  wor  chained,  an'  the  strong  hands  wor  bound, 

A:  i'  he  laid  down  his  length  on  the  cowld  prison  ground  ; 

A  r  the  dreams  of  his  childhood  came  over  him  there 

.\:  gentle  an"  soft  as  the  sweet  Slimmer  air ; 

A  i'  happy  remembrances  crowding  on  ever, 

A    fast  as  the  foam-flakes  dhrift  down  on  the  river. 

Hi  inging  fresh  to  his  heart  merry  days  long  gone  by, 

Ti  It  the  tears  gathered  heavy  and  thick  in  his  eye. 

Bi  It  the  tears  didn't  fall,  for  tlic  pride  of  his  heart 

W  L)uld  not  suffer  one  drop  down  his  pale  cheek  to  start : 

A  i"  he  sprung  to  his  feet  In  his  dark  prison  eave, 

A  r  swore  with  the  fierceness  that  misery  pave, 

B  •  the  hopes  of  the  gfiod,  an'  the  eau.so  of  the  brave, 

T  lat  when  he  was  mouldering  in  the  cold  grave 

II  s  enemies  should  never  have  it  to  boast 

H  s  seom  of  their  vengeance  one  moment  w^s  lost ; 

H  s  bosom  might  bleod,  but  his  check  would  be  dhry  ; 

Fi  ir  undaunted  he  lived,  and  undaunted  lie'd  die. 

W  ell,  as  soon  as  a  few  weeks  were  over  and  gone, 

T  le  terrible  day  of  the  thrial  kem  on ; 

T  lere  w^as  slch  a  crowd  there  was  scarce  room  to  stand, 

A  i'  sodgers  on  guard,  and  dhrag<'«ms  sword-in-hatid  ; 

A  i'  the  «ourtihousc  so  full  that  the  people  were  bothered, 

A  i'  attorneyni  an'  crlei-s  on  the  point  Iv  bein'  smothered ; 

A  l'  nounJieltfjirs  almost  gev  orer  for  dead, 
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A  i'  the  Jury  i^ttia'  up  In  their  box  overhead ; 


J. 


An'  the  judge  settled  out  so  detarmSned  and  big. 

With  Ids  gown  on  las  back,  and  an  illegant  new  wig ; 

An'  silence  was  called,  an'  the  minute  it  was  .said. 

The  court  was  as  still  as  the  heart  of  the  dead. 

An' they  heard  but  the  openin' of  one  i)rison  tuck. 

An'  Sliamns  O'Brien  came  into  the  dock. 

For  one  lainute  he  turned  his  eye  'round  on  the  throng. 

An'  he  looked  at  the  bars  so  firm  and  strong. 

An' he  saw  that  he  had  not  a  hope  nor  a  friend.   .     , 

A  chance  to  escape,  uor  a  woi-d  to  defend  :  ••. 

An' he  folde<l  his  arms  as  he  stood  there  alon^. 

As  catiH  an' as  cold  as  a  statue  of  stone  ; 

.Vii"  ttiey  read  a  big  writin',  ayard  longat  laste.  ' 

An' .Mm  didn't  niidvi'staiul  it.  or  min<l  it  a  taste. 

An'  the  judge  took  a  big  pinch  iv  snuff,  and  he  says. 

"  .\re  you  guilty  or  not.  Jim  O'Brien,  ar  you  pl'ase?" 

An"  all  held  their  breath  in  the  silence  of  dhread. 

And  Shamns  O'Brien  made  answer  and  .said  : 

'•  .My  lord,  If  you  ask  me  if  In  mv  life  time 

I  thought  any  treason,  or  did  n'ly  crime 

That  .should  call  to  my  check,  as  J  stand  alone  here, 

The  liot  blush  of  shame  or  coldness  of  fear. 

Though  I  stood  by  the  grave  to  receivt;  my  death-blow. 

Before  (iod  and  the  worhl  I  would  answer  you,  no  I 

But  if  you  would  ask  me,  as  I  think  it  like. 

If  ill  the  rebellion  I  carried  a  pike. 

An'  fought  ft)r  ould  Ireland  from  the  first  to  the  close, 

An'  shed  the  licart's  blood  of' her  bitterest  toes,  < 

I  answer  you,  yes,  and  I  tell  you  again, 

Though  I  stand  here  to  perish,  its  my  glory  that  then 

III  her  cause  I  was  willing  that  my  veins  should  run  dry. 

An"  now  for  her  sake  I  am  ready  to  die."' 

Then  the  silence  was  great,  and  the  jurj- smiled  bright. 

.An'  the  jnilge  wasn't  sorry  the  Job  was  made  light  : 

Hy  my  sowl.  it's  himself  was  the  crabbed  ould  chap  I 

In  a  twinklin' he  pulled  on  his  ugly  black  cap. 

Then  Shanuis' mother  in  the  crowd  standin' by. 

Called  out  to  the  judge  with  a  iiitiful  cry : 

'"O,  judge,  dartin",  <lon"t,  O,  don't  say  the  word  ! 

The  crafliur  is  young,  have  mercy,  my  lord, 

lie  was  fooli.sh,  he  didn't  know  what  he  was  doin': 

You  don't  know  him,  my  lord— O,  don't  give  him  to  ruin ; 

He's  the  kindliest  crathur,  the  tondherest -hearted. 

Don't  f»art  us  forever,  wo  tliafs  so  long  jiarted. 

.ludge.  mavourneen,  forgive  him,  forgive  Iiim.  my  lortl ; 

An"  (Hxl  will  forgive  you— O,  don't  say  the  word  ; " 

That  was  the  first  niinute  that  O'Brien  was  shaken. 

When  he  saw  that  he  was  not  quite  forgot  or  forsaken  ; 

An' «lown  his  pale  cheeks,  at  the  words  of  his  mother, 

Tlie  big  tears  Wor  runnln'  fast,  one  after  th'  other  ; 

An' two  or  three  times  he  endeavored  to  spake. 

But  the  sthrong  manly  voice  used  to  falther  and  break  ; 

But  at  last  by  the  stri  ngth  of  his  high  mounted  pride. 

He  conquered  and  niasthered  his  gru^f's  swfflljng  tide  ; 

"An'."'  said  he,  "mother,  darlin',  don't  break  your  poor  heart. 

For.  sooner  or  later,  the  dearest  must  part ;  • 

.\ir  (Jod  knows  it's  betther  than  wandering  in  fear 

On  the  bleak,  trackless  mountain,  among  the  wild  deer 

To  lie  in  tlie  grave,  where  the  head,  heart  and  breast. 

From  thought,  labor,  and  .soitow,  forever  shall  rest. 

Then,  mother,  my  darlin',  don't  cry  any  more. 

Don't  make  me  seem  broken  in  this,  my  last  liour ; 

Ff>r  I  wish,  when  my  head's  lying  unilher  the  raven, 

Xo  true  man  can  say  I  died  like  a  craven  ! " 

Then  towards  the  judge  Shamus  bent  down  his  head.  ' 

An'  that  minute  tln^  solemn  death-sentence  was  said.     , 

The  moniin"  was  bright,  an"  the  mists  rose  on  high. 

An"  the  lark  whi>it  led  merrily  in  the  char  sky  ; 

But  why  are  ttie  men  standin'  idle  so  late*  '   / 

An"  why  do  the  crowds  gather  so  fa.st  in  the  strate* 

What  come  they  to  talk  of?    What  come  they  to  see? 

An"  why  does  the  long  rope  hang  from  the  tree? 

o,  shamus  O'Brien  !  pray  fervent  and  fast. 

May  the  saints  take  your  soul,  for  this  day  is  your  last ; 

fray  fast  an'  pray  sthrong,  for  the  moineni  is  nigh 

Wh«'ii,  strong,  proud  an'  great  as  you  are,  you  must  die.    .  ' 

.\n' fasther  an"  fasther,  the  crowd  gathered  there, 

Boys,  horses  an"  gingerbread.  Just  like  a  fair; 

An' whiskey  was  scllin',  and  cussaniuck,  l<'0, 

An' ould  men  and  young  women  enjoying  the  view. 

An'  ouhl  Tim  Mulvany,  ho  med  the  remark. 

There  wasn't  sich  a  sight  since  the  time  of  Moah's  ark ; 

An'  begorry  'twas  thrue  for  him,  for  divil  such  u  scr»ge, 

Sleh  divarshin  an'  urowds,  was  known  sln«e  the  <leliige ; 

For  thousands  wvro  gathered  there,  If  there  was  ovjc,     ..      ]''■' 
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Waltln'  till  sich  time  as  the  han^n'  id  come  on.  -    /  ."./ 

At  last  they  threw  open  the  big  prison  gate,  .'  '■ ... 

An' out  came  the  sheriffs  an"  sodgers  in  state,  :  .  •    ■ 

An'  a  cart  in  the  middle,  an'  Shamus  was  in  it. 

Not  paler,  but  prouder  than  ever  that  minute. 

An' as  soon  as  the  people  saw  Shamus  O'Brien, 

Wid  prayln'  an'  bVessin',  and  all  the  girls  cryin', 

A  wild,  wailiii'  sound  kem  on  by  degrees,  .^ .  . .   . 

Like  the  sound  of  the  lonesome  wind  blowin'  through  tre«s. 

On— on  the  gallows  the  sheriffs  are  gone, 

An' the  cart  an' the  «odger»  go  steadily  on ; 

An' at  every  side  Bwelliu'«rounA  of  the  cart, 

A  wild,  sorrowfiil  sound!  that  Id  open  your  heart ;  » 

Now  undher  the  gallows  the  cart  takes  its  stand,  j' 

An' the  hangman  gets  up  wid  the  rope  in  his  hand ; 

An'  the  priest  havin'  blessed,  goes  down  on  the  ground. 

An'  Shamus  O'Brien  throws  one  last  look  around. 

Then  the  hangman  dhrew  near,  an'  the  people  grew  still,    v 

Young  faces  turned  sickly,  and  warm  hearts  turned  chill ; 

An"  the  rope  bein'  ready,  his  neck  was  made  bare. 

For  the  gripe  iv  the  life-strangling  cord  to  prepare ; 

An'  the  good  priest  has  left  him,  havin'  said  his  last  prayer. 

But  the  good  priest  done  more,  for  his  hands  he  unbound. 

And  with  one  daring  spring  Jim  has  leaped  on  the  ground ; 

Bang— bang  I  go  tlie  carbines,  and  clash !  go  the  sabers  I 

He"s  not  down  !  he's  alive  still !  now  stand  to  him,  neighbors, 

TJu-ough  the  smoke  and  the  horses  he's  into  the  crowd. 

By  the  heaven's  he's  free  : — then  thunder,  more  loud," 

By  one  shout  from  the  peoi)Ie  the  heavens  are  shaken. 

One  shout  from  the  world  that  the  dead  mlffht  awaken. 

The  sodgcrs  ran  this  way,  the  sheriffs  ran  that. 

An'  Father  Malone  lost  his  new  Sunday  hat ;  - 

To-night  he'll  be  sleepin'  in  Aherloe  Glin, 

And  the  divils  in  the  diie  if  you  catch  him  atr'in. 

Your  swords  they  may  glitter,  your  carbines  go  bang,     ; 

But  if  you  want  hangin',  its  yourself  you  must  hang. 

He  has  mounted  his  horse,  and  soon  he  will  be 

In  America,  darlint,  the  land  of  the  free. 


:  ■••■•I 
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PATRICK,   MIND   THE   BABY. 

Copyright,  1876.  by  E.  H.  Harding.  .'  ^ 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      cents,  by  Uenry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

The  father  of  a  bouncing  girl 

I  wa.*?,  when  twelve  months  wed; 
A  credit  to  the  neighborhood,  ,, 

< :;        -      •     8hc'd  cheeks  like  cherries  red.  ^     J      • 

And  "whea  from  labor  I  came  home, 
\  .  Toward  the  close  of  day,  ;       :       . 

Me  wife  put  Nelly  in  me  arms,     .      '  .     ■.     ■     ^  •        - 
;  .  And  this  to  me  did  say :  '.■-•■.■' ^ ''■:'' -i:?' :'-''■ 

Chorus.    ■-:'■■'...-;  ^  .■.•-•:-^.'...^'-^,;,;:. 
Arrah,  Patrick,  mind  the  baby;  . 

Arrah,  Patrick,  mind  the  child;      .       .       .       , 
Tie  it  up  in  an  overcoat,  *.        l' 

;•    .        •  She's  surely  going  "Wild.  '■     •'   .    : 

.'Arrah,  Patrick,  mind  the  baby, 

Just  ye  mind  the  child  awhile, 
■   She'll  kick,  and  bite,  and  cry  all  night —  -    . . 
Arrah,  Patrick,  mind  the  child. 

Soothiqg  syrup  and  castor  oil,        . 

And  paregoric,  too,  ' 

"W'e  gave  the  child,  when  she  had  fits. 

But  could  not  bring  her  to; 
y  She'd  mustard  plasters  on  her  feet, 

And  would  drink  big  bowls  of  tay. 
And  they'd  lay  her  in  me  arms. 

And  this  to  me  would  say ; — CJwrut.         .  :\ 

But  when  our  Nelly  a  lady  grew» 

rd«o  control  at  all, 
She'd  say,  I  am  no  baby  now,  ; 

And  waltz  off  to  a  ball. 
Bad  luck  to  joy,  there  came  a  boy      .  .  '  /       ■   ' 

On  last  St.  Patrick's  day;  ; .  ;' ■ 

Me  wife  put  Patsey  in  me  arms,  „  . 

And  this  to  me  did  say: — Chorut.       :   .     ■     '.}•] 


G-oing  to  the  Hop  this  Evening? 

Copyright,  1881,  by  J.  W.  Pepper.    All  rights  reser\ed. 

Published  by  permission  of  J.  W.  Pepper,  Publisher  of  Band  and  Orchestra 

Music,  Songs  for  the  Stage,  &c.,  S.  E.  cor.  Ninth  and  Filbert  Sts.. 

Philadelphia,  Pa.    The  Music  of  this  Song  sent  for  35  cents. 

Down  at  Long  Branch,  where  the  splash  of  the  waves 

Like  music  sweet  falls  on  the  ear; 
To  the  shore  by  the  sea,  in  Summer  time  go, 
.     'Mong  the  young  folks  these  words  you  will  hear; 

Chorus. 

Are  you  going  to  the  hop  this  evening? 
Not  this  evening,  not  this  evening; 
;.  Did  you  say  tliat  you'd  not  go  this  evening? 

Not  this  evening;  good  evening,  good  evening. 

Memory  oft  wanders  to  scenes  at  the  sea-side,    , 

And  fancies  oft  funny  thoughts  weave.  '\-  .- 

Again  I  hear  some  familiar  voice  ask : 
Are  you  going  to  the  hop,  dear,  this  eve? — Chortix. 

If  you've  been  parted  from  friends  and  some  dear  ones. 

And  the  meeting,  tlie  first  one  in  tear. 
Takes  place  at  the  sea-shore,  don't  be  disappointed 

If  these  are  the  first  words  you  hear: — Chorus.      i" 


■■.>•- 


— He  sang:  "  Live  in  My  Heart  and  Pay  No  Rent! "   She  told 
him  "To  Let"  up.    y^   .,  -.: ,  ^'r^--^-''r:^\''-^^-v.i?-  ^'J:l:.<.':'. 


'Way  Down  Upon  the  Snanee  Ribber. 

Composed  by  Stephen  C.  Foster.  -  .  ■.• 

The  Miwlc'of  this  Song  wjll  be  scut  to  any  address^  post-paid,  on  receipt-' 
o.f^  cents,  by  U.fS^jfy'J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

'Way  down  upon  de  Suanee  ribber. 

Far,  far  away, 
Dar's  wh«  ray  heart  is  turning  ebber, 

Dar's  wha  de  old  folks  stay. 
All  up  and  down  de  whole  creatioti 

Sadly  I  roam,  [ 

Still  longing  for  de  old  plantation,  I     . 

And  for  de  old  folks  at  home.  •)' 

Chorus.  i 

All  de  world  am  sad  and  dreary,       J 

Eb'ry  where  I  roam. 
Oh,  darkies,  how  my  heart  grows  w-^Ary, 

Far  from  de  old  folks  at  home. 


All  round  de  little  farm  I  wander'd. 

When  I  was  young; 
Den  many  happy  days  I  squander'd — 

Many  de  songs  I  sung. 
Wl»eia  I  was  playing  wid  my  brudder, 

Happy  was  I ; 
Oh,  take  me  to  my  kind  old  mudder —    : 

Dar  let  me  live  and  die. — Chorus.         ^ 

i 

One  little  hut  among  de  bushes — 

One  dat  I  love — 
Sti4i  sadly  to  my  mem'ry  rushes. 

No  matter  wliiere  I  rove. 
When  will  I  see  de  bees  a-humming 

All  round  de  comb?  >  "  '   j    . 

When  will  I  hear  de  banjo  tumming        '  -'  ;■ 

Down  in  my  good  old  home?— C/M?ru«.  ,.  \\ 


Let  Erin  Remember  the  Days  of  Old. 

Let  Erin  remember  the  da3's  of  old, 
Ere  her  faithless  sons  betrayed  her.  '.  .   ' 

,     When  Malachi  wore  the  collar  of  gold  .  v  .• 

Whicli  he  won  from  her  proud  invader;  ■< 

.  '  .    When  her  kings,  with  standard  of  g'.een  unfurl'd,       .=•  " 
Led  the  Red  Branch  Knights  to  danger, 
■  Ere  the  emerald  gem  of  the  western  world 
Was  set  in  the  crown  of  a  stranger. 


4 
I.' 


.  On  Lough  Neagh's  bank,  as  the  fisherman  strays. 

When  the  clear  cold  eve's  declining, 
/He  sees  the  round  towers  of  ether  days  } 

In  the  wave  beneath  him  shining! 
.  Thus  shall  memory  often,  in  dreams  sublime. 

Catch  a  gHn>pse  of  the  days  that  are  over;  | 
Thus,  sighing,  look  tliro'  the  waves  of  tinie  ' 

For  the  loug-fadcd  glories  Ihcy  cover. 
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DOWN   IN  A  COAL   MINE. 


Song  by  Tony  Pastor. 


c/ 


I 


The 


De  colored  folks  will  give  a  bop 

At  Jaue  Eliza  Brown's, 
It'iJ  gwiue  to  be  a^rand  affair; 

De  finest  darks  in  town 
Will  all  be  dcre,  dressed  io  deir  best. 

To  join  us  in  de  dauce. 
You  know  wbat  shines  de  coons  do  cut 

When  dey  commence  to  dance. 

Cnouus. 

Ev'rythin.fj  will  bo  so  gay 

As  we  (iarkics  dauce  away, 
De  piccolo  will  sound  so  sweetly. 

Played  by  old  Jolin  Topp; 
Yellow  gals  will  all  be  dar. 

Looking  handsome,  sweet  aud  fair. 
What  a  glorious  time  we'll  have 

Down  to  de  colored  Lop. 

De  gents  will  hab  on  toothpick  coats. 

With  button-hoio  bouquets; 
Deir  patent  leathers  will  look  bright, 

De  place  will  be  a-blaze. 
With  decorations  on  de  wall. 

And  flowers  overhead,  , 

I  know  it  will  look  very  nice. 

As  round  aud  round  we-tread. — Chorux. 

At  twelve  o'clock  de  gong  will  sound. 

We'll  go  (Iowa  stairs  and  eat; 
De  table  will  be  filled 

With  every  thing  dat's  rich  and  sweet. 
De  puddings  will  be  dealt  out  by 

Miss  Dinah,  8use,  aud  Nance; 
And  when  de  supper's  over 

We'll  go  up-stairs  aud  dance. — ('hor>ii>. 


JOE   BOWERS. 


Hime  is  Joe  Bowers;  I've  got  a  brother  Ike; 
from  old  Missouri,  all  the  way  from  Pike; 
you  why  I  left  thar,  and  why  I  came  to  roam, 
eaVe  my  poor  old  mammy  so  far  away  from  home: 


to  court  a  gal  thar,  her  qamc  was  Sally  Black, 
her  if  she'd  marry  me,  she  said  it  was  a  whack; 
she  to  me,  Joe  Bowers,  before  we  hitch  for  life, 
ught  to  get  a  little  home  to  keep  }  our  little  wif<'. 


Oh,  Sally,  dearest  Sally;  oh,  Sally,  for  your  sake 

I'll  g  >  to  California,  and  try  to  raise  a  stake; 

Says  she  to  me,  Joe  Bowers,  you  are  the  man  to  wiu; 

Here  s  a  kiss  to  bind  the  bargaiu,  aud  she  hove  a  dozen  itu 

Whe  1 1  got  iu  that  country,  I  hadn't  "nary  red,* 
I  hai  such  woolfish  feeliu<j;s,  I  wished  myself  most  dead; 
But  1  lie  thourjhts  of  my  dear  Sally  soon  made  tlieni  feelius  git. 
And  whispered  hopes  to  Bowers,  I  wish  I  'em  yit. 


th  I  went  to  mining,  put  in  my  biggest  licks, 
own  upon  the  boulders  just  like  a  thousand  bricks; 
ked  both  late  and  early,  in  rain,  in  sun,  in  snow- 
working  for  my  Sally;  'twas  all  the  same  to  Joe. 


en 


gth  I  got  a  letter  from  my  dear  brother  Ike — 
catne  from  old  Missouri,  all  tne  way  from  Pike; 
br  )ught  to  me  the  darndest  news  tiiat  ever  you  did  hear- 
lleart  is  almost  bustin',  so  pray  excuse  this  tear.      ■    . 


Itisa  d  that  Sal  was  false  to  me,  her  love  for  me  had  fled, 
She(    got  married  to  a  butcher — tiie  butcher's  hair  was  red; 
And  nore  than  that  the  letter  said — it's  enough  to  make  me  swear- 
That)  Sally  had  a  baby;  the  baby  had  red  hair. 


tly 


I've  told  you  all  al)Out  this  sad  affair, 
Sally  marrying  a  butcher — that  butcher  with  red  hair, 
hether  'twas  a  boy  or  gal  child,  the  letter  never  said, 
said  the  baby's  hair  was  inclined  to  be  red. 


Mut;le  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      i-ents,  by  Ueury  J.  Wehman,  &•)  Chatham  St.,  New  \ork, 

I  am  a  jovial  collier  lad. 

And  blithe  as  blithe  can  be. 
For  let  the  times  be  good  or  bad 

They're  all  the  samo  to  me; 
'Tis  little  of  the  world  I  know 

And  care  less  for  its  ways. 
For  where  the  dog-star  never  glows 

I  wear  away  my  days. 

Ciiouts. 

Down  in  a  coal  mine,  underneath  the  ground. 

Where  a  gleam  of  sunshine  never  can  be  found; 
Digging  dusky  diamonds  all  the  season  round, 
y    Down  iu  a  coal  mine,  underneath  the  ground. 

My  hands  are  homj'  liard. 

And  black  with  working  in  the  vein, 
Aud  like  the  clothes  uptjn  my  back 

Mjr  speech  is  rough  aud  plaiii ; 
Well,  if  I  stumble  with  my  tongue 

I've  one  excuse  to  say, 
'Tis  not  the  collier's  heart  that's  wrong, 

'Tis  the  head  that  goes  astray. — Chontx. 

At  every  shift,  be  it  soon  or  late, 

I  haste  my  bread  to  earn. 
And  anxiously  my  kindred  wait 

And  watch  for  my  return; 
For  death  that  levels  all  alike, 

Whate'er  their  rank  may  be. 
Amid  the  fire  aud  damp  may  strike 

And  fling  his  darts  at  me. — Cliorut. 

How  little  do  llio  great  ones  care 

Who  sit  at  home  secure. 
What  hidden  dangers  colliers  dare,  ^^ 

What  hardshii)s  they  endure;  < 

The  very  fires  their  mansions  boast. 

To  cheer  themselves  and  wives. 
Mayhap  were  kindled  at  the  cost  • 

Of  jovial  colliers' lives. — Cliorus. 

Then  cheer  up  lads,  and  make  ye 
%         Much  of  every  joy  ye  can; 

But  let  your  mirth  be  always  8uch 

As  best  becomes  a  man ; 
However  fortune  turns  about 

We'll  still  be  jovial  souls, 
For  what  would  America  bo 

Without  the  lads  that  look  for  coals. — Churn*. 


The 


ri5«ip»» 


"~"       MY   PRETTY  JANE.       ^ 

Mutiio  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      cents,  by  Ueory  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Kt.,  New  \ork. 

My  pretty  Jane;  my  pretty  Jane, 

Ah,  never,  never  look  so  shy, 
,  .     .  But  meet  me,  meet  me  in  the  evening. 

When  the  bloom  is  on  the  rye. 
The  Spring  is  waning  fast,  my  love. 

The  corn  is  in  the  ear. 
The  Summer  nights  are  coming,  love. 

The  moon  shines  bright  and  ch-ar. 
Then  pretty  Jane,  my  dearest  Jaue, 

Ah,  never  look  so  shy, 
**     But  meet  me,  meet  me  in  the  evening. 

When  the  bloom  is  ou  the  rye. 

But  name  the  day,  the  wedding  day. 

And  I  will  buy  the  ring. 
The  lads  and  maids  in  favors  whit4?. 

And  village  bells,  the  Tillage  bells  shall  ring. 
The  Spring  is  waning  fast,  my  love. 

The  corn  is  in  the  ear, 
The  Summer  nights  are  coming,  love. 

The  moon  shines  bright  and  clear. 
Then  pretty  Jane,  my  clearest  Jane, 
I  ;        Ah,  never  look  SO  shy. 

But  meet  me.  meet  me  in  the  evening. 

When  the  bloom  is  on  the  rye. 
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The  Charge  of  the  Light  Brigade, 

.  '  A  Recitation— By  Alfred  Tennyson. 

.;     .,,1      Half  a  league,  half  a  league,  ,';    '         i 

.    ;  Half  a  leagu  :! 

All  in  the  valley  of  death. 

Rode  the  six  hundred.  :■ 

"Forward,  the  Light  Brigade!"         ,,' 
"Charge  for  the  guns!"  he  said.        ,  -: ^       '. 
Into  the  valley  of  death       -  ,,    ..         '  - 

Rode  the  six  hundred.  i 

"Forward,  the  Light  Brigade!" 
Was  there  a  man  dismay'd?  ; 

''.    -  Not  the' the  soldiers  knew  ''•\  .  •    .  •  I 

Borne  one  had  blunder'd:    •',         ':.       •     '( 
*  Theirs  mjt  to  make  reply,  . 

■  Theirs  not  to  reason  why,  .| 

Theirs  but  to  do  and  die. 
Li  the  valley  of  death 
>  Rode  the  six  hundred. 

Cannon  to  right  o{  them,  •  v         .       ..     i 

Cannon  to  left  of  them,  ;.\       ■',■:      '    • 

Cannon  in  front  of  them  ...-,;-       1 

Volley'd  and  thunder'd;  | 
'                      Storm'd  at  with  shot  and  shell,      .       .  .         ; 

V                   Boldly  they  rode  and  well,  ! 

Into  the  jaws  of  death,  V' 

Into  the  mouth  of  hell       '  ' 

Rode  the  six  hundred.  .    v 

Flash'd  all  their  sabres  bare, 
Flash'dasthey  turn'd  inair,  ; 

Sabring  the  gunners  there,  ;>         .    'i 

Charging  an  array,  while 

All  the  world  wonder'd ;  -  j 

Plunged  in  the  battery-smoke,  | 

Right  thro*  the  line  they  broke;      ;       ;  i 

Cossack  and  Russian 
•     •  Reel'd  from  the  sabre-stroke, 

Shatter'd  and  sunder'd. 
Then  they  rode  back — but  not,  ' 

Not  the  six  hundred. 

-     ■  ""  Cannon  to  right  of  them,  :.-   f 

Cannon  to  left  of  them>. 
Caimon  behind  them  .  .     - 

Volley'd  and  thunder'd ;  :'.,;," 

Storm'a  at  with  shot  and  shell. 
While  horse  and  hero  fell;  ;•  ;  . 

They  that  had  fought  so  well  ■■'  [  _ 

Came  thro*  the  jaws  of  death,  ] 

■  Back  from  the  mouth  of  hell,  :      -    • 

All  that  was  left  of  them,       .        '■' 
Left  of  six  hundred. 

Wlien  can  their  glory  fade? 
'       .  ,,         Oh,  the  wild  charge  they  madet        /     - 

AH  the  world  wonder'd. 
Honor  the  charge  they  made  I 
Honor  the  Light  Bri^ide !  ".       ".  . 

Noble  six  hundred  1 


■:f 


MOONLIG-HT  AT  KILLARNEY 

Copyright,  1880,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  40  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Cliatliani  St.,  New  York. 

The  moon  was  shining  on  the  lake, . 

The  stars  shone  from  above ;  ,  .- 

Gazing  on  the  water,  " 

My  heart  was  filled  with  love. 
.    There  I  met  my  darling, 

Whose  eyes  with  joy  did  beam, 
As  gently  I  spoke  to  her 
■'  .    ■       Of  young  love's  sweetest  dream. 

Chorus. 
Moonlight  at  Killamey, 
While  stars  shone  from  above; 
•;       Oh,  what  bliss!  a  loving  kiss 

From  hearts  that  beat  with  love. 
Oh!  moonlight  at  Kiilarney, 

While  stiirs  shone  from  above ; 
Oh,  what  bliss!  a  loving  kiss 
-,/,■'■  From  hearts  that  beat  with  love. 

'Tis  by  the  margin  of  the  lake. 

Battles  have  been  won; 
:  N^ot  by  spear  or  sword. 

But  by  blarney  of  the  tongue. 
She  I  know  believed  me,  '■  [ 

As  stars  shone  from  above ;  / 

She  gently  smiled  upon  me,        '■ 

While  whisp'ring  words  of  love. — C^orut. 


>S  The  Bine  Bells  of  Scotland. 


•y 


The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  reeei'>t 
of  13  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

Oh  where,  and  oh.where  is  your  Highland  laddie  gone  ? 

Oh  where,  and  oh  where  is  your  Highland  laddie  gone?  .'  : 

He's  gone  to  fight  tlie  French,  for  King  George  upon  the  throne. 

And  it's  oil !  in  my  heart  I  wish  him  safe  at  home. 

He's  gone  to  fight  the  French,  for  King  George  upon  the  tlirone ; 

And  it's  oh  I  in  my  heart,  I  wish  him  safe  at  home. 

*■■- 
Oh  where,  and  oh  where  did  your  Highland  laddie  dwell?        .  ,f . 

He  dwelt  in  merry  Scotland,  at  the  sign  of  the  Blue  Bell ;  ■'[, 

And  it's  oh !  in  my  heart  I  love  my  laddie  welL^  ;-       ,     - ,  *    • 

In  what  clothes,  in  what  clothes,  is  your  Highland  laddie  clad « 

His  bonnet's  of  tlie  Saxon  green,  and  his  waistcoat  of  a  plaid ; 

And  it's  oh !  In  my  heart  I  love  my  Highlaiid  lad.      .  • ;  j    .     : 

Suppose,  and  suppose,  that  your  Highland  lad  should  die  ? 

That  bagpipes  should  play  o'er  him,  and  I'd  sit  me  down  and  cry ; 

And  it's  oh  1  in  my  heart,  I  wish  he  may  not  die. 


MOTHER  WOULD   COMFORT  ME. 

Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Can-oil  Sawyer. 

The  Music  of  tliis  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  recei/>« 
of  35  cents,  by  Henrj-  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  Yi^rk. 


Wounded  and  sorrowful,  far  from  my  home. 
Sick  among  strangers,  uncared  for,  unknown; 
Even  the  birds  that. used  sweetly  to  sing. 
Are  silent,  and  swiftly  have  taken  the  wing. 
No  one  but  mother  can  cheer  me  to-day; 
No  one  for  me  could  so  fervently  pray ; 
None  to  console  me,  no  kind  friend  is  near; 
Mother  would  comfort  me  if  she  were  here. 

Chorus. 
Gently  her  hand  o'er  my  forehead  she'd  press. 
Trying  to  free  me  from  pain  and  distress; 
Kindly  she'd  say  to  me,  "  Be  of  good  cheer; 
Mother  will  comfort  you — mother  is  here." 

If  she  were  with  me,  I  soon  would  forget 
My  pain  and  my  sorrow — no  more  would  I  fret; 
One  kiss  from  her  lips,  or  one  look  from  her  eye. 
Would  make  me  contended,  and  willing  to  die. 
Gently  her  hand  o'er  my  forehead  she'd  press, 
Trying  to  free  me  from  pain  and  distress;  •; 

Kindly  she'd  say  to  me,  "  Be  of  good  cheer; 
Mother  will  comfort  you — mother  is  here! " — Chorus, 

Cheerfully,  faithfully,  mother  would  stay. 
Always  beside  me,  by  night  and  by  day; 
If  I  should  murmur  or  wish  to  complain, 
Her  gentle  voice  would  soon  calm  me  again. 
Sweetly  a  mother's  love  shines  like  a  star. 
Brightest  in  darkness,  when  daylight's  afar; 
In  clouds  or  in  sunshine,  pleasure  or  pain, 
Mother's  affection  is  ever  the  same. — Chorus. 
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X 


Oh!  Breathe  Not  His  Name. 


Oh !  breathe  not  his  name — let  it  sleep  in  the  shade. 
Where  cold  and  unhonor'd  his  relics  are  laid! 
Sad,  silent,  and  dark  be  the  tears  that  we  shed, 
As  the  night-dew  that  falls  on  tae  grass  o'er  his  hciul! 

But  the  night-dew  that  falls,  tho'  in  silence  it  weeps. 
Shall  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  where  he  sleeps; 
And  the  tear  that  we  shed,  tho'  in  secret  it  rolls. 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  our  souls. 
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]    BETSY  UND  I  HAFE  BUST  UB.    TORPEDO  AND  THE  WHALE. 
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WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


Dot  dhey  coif 
I^nd  der  nexd  .dt 
'Twas  ven  slu 


Parody  on  "Betsy  and  I  are  otit." — Recited  by  J.  S.  Burdctt. 

Draw  Olid  der  bapers,  lawyer, 

Und  magke  dhem  Jiwful  blain. 
So  dot  ve  don'd  km  hafe  to  spell  dot  out, 

I'ud  wride  dot  offer  ugaiD. 
Und  shling  dot  ing  oud  awful  dliick, 

Uiid  fill  der  baper  ub; 
'Ci«*se  iHiiuga  at  home  vas  inside  owat, 

Und  Betsy  und  I  hafe  bust  ub. 
ViUs  der  matter,  dot's  vot  I  don'd  kin  dell. 

Efer  since  dot  ve  vas  only  voue 

Ve  got  'long  piiddy  veil. 
I  gife  her  eferydhing  dot  she  vants,  • 

Und  I  dry  to  do  vat's  righdt; 
But  of  I  vant  to  life  mit  dot  olt 

Voman,  I  hafe  got  to  learn  how  to  fight. 
So  I  kafe  chined  mit  Betsy, 

Und  Betsy  hafe  chined  mit  me: 
Und  ve  hafe  bod  made  ub  our  minds 

Dot  ve  kin  neffer  agree. 
She  says  dot  I  better  imigrade, 

Veil,  I  dhink  mvselve  dot's  besd; 
So  I  back  ub  my  Saratoga 

l^nd  go  mit  der  Mormons  oud  Vest. 
Der  first  dhing  I  remember  aboud 

Dot  ve  had  a  shtew, 
'Twas,  she  vanted  to  go  to  a  bicnic, 

Und  I  didn't  vant  her  to. 
Id  vas  voue  of  dhoge  brewery  bicnics, 

Vhere  I  mysel;penhd  been  pefore, 
Und  vhere  eferybody  got  so  organized 

In't  god  drunk  any  more, 
ling  I  remember  aboud 
proke  my  lager  stein 
Dot  I  had  mit  me  for  many  years, 

Und  brought  from  Oberleiu  Stein. 
I  dolt  Betsey  dot  she  vas  clumsy. 

Dot  she  did  nod  do  Viit  vas  righdt. 
So  hclb  me  graciou.'?,  lawyer,  she  bead  me 

Mit  dot  giub  till  I  v.i.-  .<-.  •••nek  as  pluc  as  vhitel 
So  draw  oud  der  oapers,  lawyer, 

Und  ma^^ke  dem  big  und  tall. 
Dot  oud  of  eferydhing  dot  I  hafe  got 

She  can't  hafe  any  ad  all. 
For  I  hafe  vorked  for  id  hard  myselve 

For  mony  und  mony  a  year, 
Und  efery  cend  dat  olt  voman  can  freeze  lo 

She  gone  shpeud  for  lager  bier. 
Bud  dhere  vas  dwo  or  dhree  five  cend  pieces 

Dot  I  managed  to  pud  avay, 
Dot  vos  down  in  der  Union  Drusd  Co., 

Bud  I  don'd  pclieve  dot' 11  bay. 
Put  on  der  bapers,  lawyer, 

Dot  oud  of  dhose  fife  or  dhree, 
Eff  she  kin  got  dhem  I  gif  her  half — 

Dere  ain'd  noden  mean  aboud  me. 
Und  vonce  ven  I  had  der  jim-jams 

She  nefer  vould  gome  to  der  bod, 
Und  I  vas  .seein'  shnagkes  und  kiddencads, 
•f     Und  I  didn'd  know  vat  I  said; 
Und  vhenefer  she'tl  gome  to  mofe  me 

She'd  handle  me  awful  rough,  * 

Und  vhenefer  sh(,'"il  gife  me  dot  boregarie. 

Id  vas  alvays  der  wrong  stuff. 
So  draw  oud  der  bapers,  lawyer, 

Und  I'll  go  .straight  avay, 
Und  dell  dot  old  voman  off  mine 

Sliust  vot  dhose  b*pers  say. 
Bud  I  don'd  gomblain  of  Betsey 

Of  she'd  only  quiet  down. 
For  ven  s<he  got  her  mad  ub 

She  gould  glean  oud  all  der  tow  n. 
Und  dhere  is  vone  dhing  more  I  can  vish  her. 

Is  dot  she  keeb  avay  from  me ; 
Und  of  efer  she  got  anudder  husband. 

Dot  he  vas  so  shtrong  like  she — 
Und  if  I  kin  be  his  neighbor-in-law, 

Und  hear  der  rows  dot  dhey  kick  ub, 
I'll  invide  him  oud,  und  dell  him  how 

Dot  Betsey  und  I  hafe  bust  ub. 

A  dull  clergyman  said  to  the  bovs  in  the  gallery,  "Don't 
makje  so  much  noise,  for  you   » ill  awake  your  parents  below," 


As  sunf?  in  the  comic  opera  o'  "  "'".-"t  Taylor.' 


Tlie  complete  words  and  music  of  "Billeo  Taylor"  sent  to  an>  ^udrt's.^.  on 
receipt  of  75  cents,  i)y  Henry  .).  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

In  the  North  Sea  liv'd  a  whale! 

In  the  North  Sea  liv'd  a  whale! 

In  the  North  Sea  liv'd  a  whale!  . 

Big  in  bone  and  large  in  tail, 

B^g  in  bone  and  large  in  tail,  oh! 

This  whale  used  unduly 

To  swagger  and  bully, 

And  oh!  and  oh!  _   ' 

The  k*dies  loved  him  so!  , 

This  whale  used  unduly 

To  swagger  and  bully, 

And  oh!  and  oh' 

The  ladies  loved  him  so! 

All  went  well  until  one  day. 

All  went  well  until  one  day. 

All  went  well  until  one  day  ■ 

Came  a  strange  fish'in  the  bay, 

Came  a  strange  fish  in  the  bay,  ah! 

This  fish  was  indeed,  oh! 

A  Woolwich  torpedo! 

But  oh!  but  oh! 

The  big  whale  did  not  know. 

This  fish  was  indeed,  oh! 

A  Woolwich  torpedo!    . 

Butohl  but  oh! 

The  big  whale  did  not  know. 

"Just  you  make  tracks,"  cri'd  the  whale, 

"  .lust  you  make  tracks,"  cri'd  the  whale, 

".Just  you  make  tracks,"  cri'd  the  whale. 

Then  he  lash'd  out  with  his  tail. 

Then  he  lash'd  out  with  his  tail,  oh! 

The  fish  being  loaded 

Then  and  there  ^ploded, 

And  oh!  and  oh!  ;      '' 

That  whale  was  seen  no  mo'l 

The  fish  being  loaded 

Then  and  there  exploded. 

And  oh!  and  oh! 

That  whale  was  seen  no  mo' I 


PATTER   OF   DER   SHING-LES. 


A  Comic  Recitation— Recited  by  Ciiis  Williams. 

Vhen  der  angry  passion  eadderiug  in  my  madder's  face  f  see, 
Und  she  leadc  me  in  der  pedroom,  shendly  lays  me  on  her  knee, 
Den  I  know  dot  I  vill  catch  it,  und  my  fle.sh  in  fancy  itches 
As  I  ll.nden  for  der  patter  of  der  shingle  on  my  breeches. 

Efery  tingle  of  der  shingle  has  an  echo  and  a  sliding, 

Vnd  a  dousand  burning  fancies  indo  active  being  spring. 

I'nd  a  dousand  bees  und  homcds  "nead  my  coad-dill  seem  to  scw^ann, 

.\s  I  feel  der  patter  of  der  shingle,  oh,  zo  varm.     -  :     1 

In  a  shplutter  comes  mine  fadder— vhom  1  subbosed  had  gone- 
Do  survey  de  skiduvation,  und  dell  her  to  lay  it  on, 
IKj  see  her  bending  o'er  me  as  I  li.sden  do  der  strain 
IMayed  by  her  und  by  der  shingle  in  a  vild  und  veird  refrain. 

In  a  sudden  intlermi.'sion.  vich  appears  my  only  scl.ance, 
1  sav,  'Hhtrike  siiefldly,  mudder,  or  youll  .shplitt  mine  Sunday  bants;" 
She  shtops  a  moment,  draws  her  breath,  der  shingle  holds  aloft, ; 
Und  says,  "  1  had  nod  dought  of  dot— mine  son.  shust  dake  dem  off." 

Oh,  lofing.  tender  mercy,  cast  dliy  pitying  glances  down, 
Und  dhou,  oh,  vamily  docdor,  pud  a  good,  .soft  bouldice  on ;        | 
Und  may  I  mit  vooLs  und  dunces  afderward  gommingle  •    . 

If  1  effer  say  anudder  vord  ven  my  mudder  yields  der  shingie. 


■      1 


— "Now,  Rose,"  said  he  in  his  mo.st  endearing  tones,  "you 
are  the  morning  glory  of  my  hope,  the  noo;>day  blossom  of  my 
affection;  will  you  not  Ik;  the  evening  sj,»r  of  my  realization?" 
"Oh,  Charles,  your  language  is  be!>utfful.  but — "  and  she  took 
a  suspicious  sniff  of  his  whisii^  lireatli,  "lam  afraid  you 
would  be  the  deadly  nightsji*^  <*f  '")'  t'xisteuco.  Buy  a  blue 
ribbon  and  I'll  talk  witk-j^." 


■-1 


WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 
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IHE   WIFE  S  DREAM. 


The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  tc  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
o/  85  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmar,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Pray  tell  me,  Mary,  how  it  is  that  you  can  look  so  gay,  , 

When,  evening  after  evening,  your  husband  is  away  ? 
I  never  see  you  sulk  about,  nor  say  an  anpry  word,  .- 

But  still  you've  plenty  cause  for  tears,  if  all  be  true  I've  heard. 

It  is  because,  my  sister  dear,  a  husband  you  ne'er  wed ; 
To  see  your  children  gathering  round  asking  you  for  bread,        *  .  -^ 
You  ne'er  can  tell  how  it  becomes  a  woman's  lot  through  life,  ; 

To  be,  e'en  to  a  drunkard's  life,  a  faithful,  loving  wife. 

But  still  I  can  recall  the  time  when  bitter  tears  I  shed,  . 

And  when  my  husband  staggered  home,  what  angry  words  I  said. 

I  never  thought  I  could  be  so  cheerful  as  now  I  seem. 

Yet  tliis  happy  change  was  brought  about  by  a  simple  little  dream. 

One  eve  as  I  sat  waiting  at  our  humble  little  cottage  door. 
And  listening  for  my  husband's  steps,  as  oft  I've  done  before, 
Some  wicked  thoughts  came  in  my  head,  and  bitterly  1  said— 
I  never  wished  to  see  him  more,  I  would  that  he  were  dead. 

They  say  the  wretched  cannot  rest,  but  sure  it  is  not  s.i,  • 

For  very  soon  I  fell  asleep 'midst  cares  of  grief  and  woe ;   -    -'     '.'  \ 
I  dreamt  I  had  my  wish  fulfilled,  my  husband  was  no  more, 
I  fell  upon  his  lifeless  corpse,  and  kissed  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

Dearest  darling,  speak  to  me,  I  meant  not  what  I  said,  ^ 

O  speak  once  more  unto  you-  wife,  say,  say  you  are  not  dead. 

0  sure  I  am  not,  Mary  dear.    I  woke  up  with  a  scream, 

And  found  my  husband  standing  by— his  death  was  but  a  dream. 

Ever  since  that  time,  when  I  feel  disposed  to  be  unkind,  •    ,  . 

The  warning  of  that  fearful  dream  comes  fresh  into  my  mind ;     .. 
Although  it  cost  me  many  a  pang  to  know  the  life  he  leads, 

1  strive  to  grfeet  him  with  a  smile  when  oft  my  poor  heart  bleeds. 

Ill  humbly  put  my  trust  in  God,  and  ask  for  strength  to  bear 
The  trials  he  has  sent  on  earth  for  all  of  us  to  share ; 
And  if,  by  patience,  I  should  change  my  husbands  wandering  life. 
He'll  bless  the  hour  that  dream  was  sent  to  his  neglected  wife. 


THE   OLD   MOUNTAIN   TREE. 


BLUE  ALSATIAN   MOUNTAINS. 


Sung  by  Camcross'  Minstrels. 


The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be^  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 

I,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 


lu^^ii^  \fv   t-iiia  »^viii|;    will   uc  .-»ciii/  tu 

of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmau, 


By  the  blue  Alsatian  mountains 

Dwelt  a  maiden  young  and  fair; 
Like  the  careless  flowing  fountains 

Were  tlie  ripples  of  her  hair, 

"Were  the  ripples  of  her  hair. 
Angel-mild  her  eyes  60  winning. 

Angel-bright  her  happy  smile, 
When  beneath  thcrfountaius  spinning 

Yeu  could  hear  her  song  the  while, 
Ade,  Ade,  Ade, 
Such  songs  will  pass  away, 

The'  the  blue  Alsatian  mountains 
Seem  to  watch  and  wait  ahvay. 

:  CHoiifs. 

-;  Ade,  Ade,  Ade, 

Such  songs  will  pass  away, 

Tho'  the  blue  Alsatian  mountains 
Seem  to  watch  and  wait  alwa}-. 


f 


Tlie  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  addres.s,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  VVehman,  50  Oiatham  St..  New  York. 


Oh!  the  home  we  loved  by  the  boundless  deep, 

Where  the  hills  in  glory  stood. 
And  the  moss-grown  graves  where  our  fathers  sleep 

'Neath  the  boughs  of  the  waving  wood; 
We  remember  yet  with  a  fond  regret 

For  the  rock  and  flowery  lea,  '  ' 

Where  we  once  used  to  play  thro'  the  long,  long  day. 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  mountain  tree. 

Oh!  the  time  went  by  like  a  tale  that's  told 

in  a  land  of  song  and  mirth. 
And  many  a  form  in  the  churchyard  cold. 

Finds  rest  frc.n  the  cares  of  the  earth; 
And  many  a  day  will  wander  away. 

O'er  the  'waves  of  the  western  sea,  ■ : 

And  the  heart  will  pine,  and  vainly  pray 

For  the  grave  by  the  old  mountain  tree. 

We  are  pilgrims  now  in  a  stranger  land, 

And  the  joys  of  youth  are  pass'd. 
Kind  friends  are  gone,  but  the  old  tree  stands 

Unharm'd  by  the  warring  blast; 
Oh!  the  lark  njay  sing  in  the  clouds  of  Spring, 

And  the  swan  on  the  silver  sea. 
But  we  mourn  for  the  shade  where  the  wild  bird  made 

Her  nest  in  the  old  mountain  tree. 


— Just  at  the  time  when  all  Europe  is  astir  with  the  news  o€ 
martial  movements  in  the  regency  of  Tunis,  it  is  curious  to  r  ?ad 
an  appeal  from  the  Rev.  E.  H.  Shepherd,  tlie  acting  English 
chaplain  in  Tunis,  for  contributions  toward  tlie  erection  in  the 
church  of  St.  Augustine  there  of  a  memorial  window  to  Howa.rd 
Payne,  the  author  of  the  simple  ballad  of  "  Home,  Sweet  Home," 
who  is  buried  in  the  protestant  cemetery  of  the  town.  The  me- 
morial will  cost  about  J^S.. 


By  the  blue  Alsatian  mountains. 
Came  a  stranger  in  the  Spring, 

And  he  lingered  by  the  fountains, 
Just  to  hear  themaiden  sing. 
Just  to  hear  the  maiden  sing. 

Just  to  whisper  in  the  moonlight. 
Words  the  sweetest  she  had  known. 

Just  to  charm  away  the  hours. 
Till  her  heart  was  all  his  own.  ■ 
Ade,  Ade,  Ade, 

Such  dreams  must  pass  away. 
But  the  blue  Alsatian  mountains 

Seem  to  watch  and  wait  alwaj-.  —  Chornn. 

By  the  blue  Alsatian  mountains. 

Many  Spring-times  bloom'd  and  pass'd. 
And  the  maiden  by  the  fountains, 

Saw  she  lost  her  hopes  at  last, 
'   She  lost  her  hopes,  hopes  at  last. 
And  she  withered  like  a  flower 

That  is  waiting  for  the  rain; 
She  will  never  see  the  stranger. 

Where  the  fountains  fall  again. 
Ade,  Ade,  Ade, 
The  years  have  passed  away. 

But  the  blue  Alsatian  mountains 
Seem  to  watch  and  wait  alway. — Chorun. 


THE   DEAR   IRISH   BOY. 


The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of       cents,  by  lleury  J.  Wehmau,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 


My  Conner,  his  cheeks  are  as  ruddy  as  morning, 
The  brightest  of  pearls  do  but  mimic  his  teeth. 

While  nature  with  ringlets  mild  brow  adorning, 
His  hair  Cupid's  bow  strings,  and  roses  his  breath. 

Cnonus. 

Smiling,  beguiling,  cheering,  endearing, 
:  Together  how  oft  o'er  the  mountain  "we  strayed. 

By  each  other  delighted  and  fondly  united, 
I  have  listened  all  day  to  my  dear  Irish  boy. 

No  roebuck  more  swift  could  fly  over  the  mountain, 

N©  veteran  bolder  danger  or  scars. 
He's  sightly,  he's  sprightly,  he's  clear  as  the  fountain, 

His  eyes  twinkle  love,  oh!  he's  gone  to  the  wars. — Chorus. 

The  soft,  tuneful  lark,  his  notes  change  to  mourning,      .  . 

The  dark,  screaming  owl  impedes  my  night's  sleep. 
While  lonely  I  walk  in  the  shade  of  t'le  evening, 

Till  my  Conner's  return  I  will  ne'er  cease  to  weep. — Choru*. 

The  war  being  over,  and  he  not  returned, 
I  fear  that  some  dark,  envious  plot  has  been  laid, 

Or  that  some  cruel  goddess  has  him  captivated. 
And  left  here  to  mourn  his  dear  Irish  maid. — Cherun. 


!( 


I 
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WEHMAN'S    UNIVERSAL    SONGSTER. 


Tlie  S 


OLD   BROWN   PANTS. 

Tune— "Granny's  Old  Arm  chair." 

leet  Musio  suitable  for  this  Son^  can  be  had  of  Henry  .1.  Wehman, 
No.  50  Chatham  Street,  N«'W  York.    Price      cents. 


My  gfandfather.  be,  at  the  age  of  eighty-three. 

On  !  day  ho  took  a  uotioa  he  would  die; 
And   ifter  he  was  dead,  of  course  the  will  was  read. 

By  a  lawyer  as  we  all  were  passing  by; 
Unto  my  brotlier  Bill,  he  left  au  old  saw  mill, 

To  my  sister  he  bequeathed  our  gray  mare,  Nance; 
But  ^'hen  it  came  to  me,  the  lawyer  then  said,  h« 

Ilai  left  to  you  his  old  brown  pants. 

CnORUS. 

But  how  they  giggled,  how  they  yelled; 

Even  my  sister,  my  dear  Isabel. 

Gave  me  the  Inugh  whene'er  she  had  the  cliance, 

When  grandpa  only  left  to  me  his  old  brown  pants. 

My  b  'Other  Bill  one  day.  just  to  pass  the  time  away. 

In    he  river,  why  he  thought  he'd  take  a  swim; 
Whei  a  St  ray  goat  showed  his  nose, and  he  eat  up  poor  Biil'-s  clotlies, 

It  \ras  Summer,  and  his  garments  they  were  thin; 
TSow  Bill  he  kicked  and  swore,  when  he  couldn't  leave  the  shore, 

An  1  I  saw  his  situation  at  a  glance; 
I  giv<  one  laugh  and  yell,  I  said  now  brother  Bill, 

Do  It  you  Nvish  you'  had  the  old  brown  pimW!—('horuit. 


IN   DE   LOW   LANDS,   LOW. 

Written  by  Edward  HarriKan. 

When  our  daily  work  am  done,         i 

In  de  low  lauds,  low. 
Data  de  time  we  hab  our  fun, 

Iq  de  low  lands,  low. 
When  old  mas.sa  blows  dat  horn, 

In  de  low  lands,  low,  ^ 

Picking  cotton,  cotton  picking. 

In  de  low  lands,  low. 

Chorus. 

Cotton  picking,  picking  cotton. 

In  de  low  lands,  low. 
Pen  ole  yallow  he  am  done. 

In  de  low  lands,  low. 

Oome  with  me,  my  own  true  love, 

lii,  ho,  my  lady, 
I'll  treat  you  like  a  turtle  dove. 

Hi,  ho,  my  lady  fair; 
Shoot  de  posstiin  in  his  track. 

Hi,  ho,  my  lady. 
Take  de  cotton  on  your  back. 

Hi,  ho,  my  iady  fair. — Chonu. 


uShe  is  Far  from  the  Land. 

The  Music  of  this  Son?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

5  he  is  far  from  the  Ijvpd  wheie  her  young  hero  sleeps. 
And  lovers  are  around  hei  sighing; 
ut  coldly  she  turns  from  their  gaze,  and  weeps. 
For  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  lying! 

i  he  sings  the  wild  song  of  her  dear  native  plains, 

Every  note  which  he  lov'd  awaking — 
.ill!  little  they  think,  who  delignt  in  her  strain.*. 

How  the  heart  of  the  minstrel  is  breaking! 

le  had  liv'd  for  his  love,  for  his  country  he  died. 
They  were  all  that  to  life  had  entwin'd  Mm, 

u)r  soon  shall  the  tears  of  his  country  be  dried, 
Nor  long  will  his  love  stay  behind  him  I 

'  )h!  make  her  a  grave  where  the  sunbeams  rest. 

When  they  promise  a  glorious  morrow ; 
'  Tiey'll  shine  o'er  her  sleep,  like  a  smile  from  the  west, 

From  her  own  loved  island  of  sorrow! 


-I  Jeorge  Leybourne,  England's  great  comic  singer,  who  died 
L  indon  recently,  received  as  much  as  five  hundred  dollars 
qight  for  smging  in  music  and  concert  halls. 


G-ardeii  Where  the  Praties  Grow. 

As  sung  by  the  Irisli  clown,  Jolmny  Patterson. 

Have  you  ever  been  in  love,  boys,  did  you  ever  feel  the  pain  ♦ 
I'd  rather  be  in  Jail,  I  would,  than  be  in  love  a^ain. 
Tho'  the  (firl  I  love  was  beautiful,  I'd  have  you  all  to  know 
That  I  met  her  In  tlie  garden  where  the  praties  grc^. 

CaoRrs. 
She  was  Just  the  sort  of  creature  that  nature  did  intend 
To  walk  straidlit  through  the  world  without  the  Grecian  bend. 
Nor  did  siie  wear  a  chignon— I'd  have  you  all  to  Iinow 
'That  I  met  her  in  the  garden  where  the  praties  grow. 

She  was  singing  an  ould  Irish  song,  called,  "  Gra  gal  machree," 
oh  !  says  I,  what  a  wife  she'd  make  for  an  Irisli  boy  like  me ; 
I  was  on  important  business,  but  1  did  not  like  to  go 
And  leave  the  girl  or  the  garden  wliere  the  praties  grow. 

She  was  just  the  sort  of  creature  that  nature,  Ac. 

Says  I,  "  My  lovely  fair  maid,  I  hoi)e  you'll  pardon  me ; " 

But  she  wasn't  like  those  city  girls,  that  would  say,  "  You're  making  free," 

She  aaswered  right  modestly,  and  curtsied  very  low, 

."laying,  "  You're  welcomed  to  the  garden  where  the  praties  grow." 

She  was  Just  tlie  sort  of  creature  that  nature,  Ac. 

••^ays  I,  "  My  lovely  darling,  I'm  tired  of  single  hfe,  ;,. 

And  if  you  have  no  objection,  I'll  make  you  my  dear  wife ; " 
Kays  she.  "  I'll  ax  my  parents,  and  to-morrow  I'll  let  you  know. 
If  you  meet  me  in  the  garden  where  the  praties  grow." 

She  was  just  the  sort  of  creature  that  nature,  &c. 

Now  her  parents  they  consented,  and  were  blessed  with  children  three- 
Two  girls  like  their  mammy,  and  a  boy  the  image  of  me ; 
I'll  train  up  the  children  in  the  way  they  should  go. 
But  I'll  ne'er  forget  the  ganlcn  where  tho  praties  grow. 

She  was  just  the  sort  of  creature  that  nature,  &v. 


O'REILLYS   BILLY   G-OAT. 

A  Recitation— Itecltod  by  Jas.  O'Nell. 

O'Reilly  owned  a  billy  goat, 

And  a  great  buck  goat  was  he;       . 
He  would  buck  ainio.st  anythiuj^ 

That  he'd  happen  for  to  see. 
And  if  at  night  he'd  roam  the  streets. 

And  a  drunken  man  he'd  meet. 
He'd  buck  him  till  he  was  sick  and  tired. 

And  then  his  clothes  he'd  cat — 
O'Reilly's  billy  goat. 

He  knew  every  policeman  on  the  beat. 

And  he  knew  if  him  they  found, 
That  he'd  spend  a  short  vacation 

Down  here  in  the  city  pound. 
He  ate  Mrs.  Mulligan's  underclothes 

That  were  hanging  on  the  line; 
Sliure  he  bucked  a  Dutchman  in  the  l>elly, 

.\ud  knocked  him  out  of  time — 
O'Reilly's  billy  goat. 

But  every  goat  must  have  his  day, 

And  this  goat's  day  did  come — 
He  met  a  butcher's  dog  one  day. 

And  the  dog  for  him  did  run; 
He  chased  tiie  goat  through  the  streets, 

Shure  the  dog  for  him  was  too  smait, 
He  chased  him  till  he  lost  his  wind. 

And  he  died  of  a  broken  heart — 
0;^leilly's  billy  goat. 

Now  down  here  in  a  vacant  lot. 

In  a  corner  quite  alone. 
There  we  buried  O'Reilly's  billy  goat. 

And  over  him  raised  a  .stone; 
And  perchance  you'd  pass  that  way. 

You'll  find  these  words  on  it  are  wrote: 
Sacred  to  the  memory  of 

O'Reilly's  great  buck  goat. 


—"I  Cannot  Sing  the  Old 
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ine  a  young  man  who  lia(' 
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Come  Where  My  Love  Lies  Dreaming. 


Tlie  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  ! 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  VVehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York.  i 

Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaming. 

Dreaming  the  happy  hours  away,  '        i 

In  visions  bright  redeeming 

The  fleeting  joys  of  day;    ,  ] 

Dreaming  the  happy  hours,  i 

Dreaming  the  happy  hours  away; 
Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaming,  I 

Is  sweetly  dreaming  the  happy  hours  away. 

Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaming, 

Is  sweetly  dreaming,  her  beauty  beaming; 
Come  where  my  love  lies  dreamiug,  •    • 

Is  sweetly  dreaming  the  happy  hours  away. 
Come  with  a  lute,  come  with  a  lay; 

My  own  love  is  sweetly  dreaming,  her  beauty  beaming; 
Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaming. 

Is  sweetly  dreaming  the  hours  away.  '■"-.,  "j 

Soft  is  her  slumber;  thoughts  bright  and  free 

Dance  through  her  dreams  like  gushing  melody:  f 

Light  is  her  young  heart,  light  may  it  be;  i 

Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaming,     , 
Dreaming  the  happy  hours. 

Dreaming  the  happy  hours  away;  i " 

Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaming,  j 

Is  sweetly  dreamiug  the  happy  hours  away.  '. 


is 


TRAMP!   TRAMP!   TRAMP! 


CAMPTOWN    RACES. 


The  Music  of  this  Sonjr  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  o^-eceipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehmau,  50  Cliatham  St.,  New  YoiC: 

Camptown  ladies  sing  dis  song — du  da,  du  da, 
Camptown  race  track  five  miles  long— du  da,,  du  da  da; 
Go  down  dar  wid  my  hat  caved  in — du  da,  du  da. 
Come  back  liome  wid  pocket  full  oh  tin — du  da,  du  da  da. 

Cnonus, 

:,     Gwiiie  to  run  all  night,  gwine  to  run  all  day, 

I'll  bet  my  moneyon  a  bob-tail  hoss,somebody  bet  on  de  bay. 

Woolly  moon  came  on  de  track — du  da,  du  da, 
Bob,  he  fling  him  ober  his  back — du  da,  du  da  da; 
Runnin'  along  like  a  shootiu'  star — du  da,  du  da, 
Runnin'  a  race  wid  de  railroad  car — du  da,  du  da  da. 

Gwine  to  run  all  night,  gwine  to  run   &c. 


De  bob-tail  boss  he  can't  be  beat — du  da,  du  da, 

Runnin'  around  in  a  two-mile  heat — du  da,  du  da  da.  i 

I  win  my  money  on  a  bob-tail  nag — du  da,  du  da. 

An'  carry  it  home  in  de  old  tow-bag — du  (la,  du  da  da. 

Gwine  to  run  all  night,  gwine  to  run  &c. 

Dar's  fourteen  bosses  in  dis  race — du  da,  du  da, 
I'm  snug  in  saddle,  and  got  good  brace — du  da,  du  da  da. 
De  sorrel  boss  he's  got  a  cough— du  da,  du  da,  j 

An'  his  rider's  drunk  in  de  ole  hay-loft — du  da,  du  da  da.      I 
Gwine  to  run  all  night,  gwine  to  run  &c 


BEAUTIFUL    LEAVES. 


-;;i, 


The  Music  of  this  Sonj?  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  35  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

In  the  prison  cell  I  sit,  thinking,  mother  dear,  of  you. 

And  our  bright  and  happy  home  so  far  away;  •  { 

And  the  tears  they  fill  my  eyes,  spite  of  all  that  I  can  do,  ■    r 

Though  I  try  to  cheer  my  comrades  and  be  gay.  | 

''--.;-.  ^...-. -,..^'     ■.■--'.■■'-':■■■■''  ;■     Chorus.     ■''■..,:'■■':-■'■.'-  .  I' ';  ■ 

.        Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are  marching- 
Cheer  up,  comrades,  they  will  come; 
And  beneath  the  starry  flag  we  shall  breathe  the  air  again 
Of  the  free  land  in  our  own  beloved  home. 

lu  the  battle  front  we  stood  when  their  fiercest  charge  they  made, 
And  they  swept  us  ofif  a  hundred  men  or  more. 

But  before  we  reached  their  lines,  they  were  beaten  back  dismay'd, 
And  we  heard  the  cry  of  victory  o'er  and  o'er. — Chorus. 

So  within  the  prison  cell,  we  are  waiting  for  the  day 

That  shall  come  to  open  wide  the  iron  door; 
And  the  hollow  eye  grows  bpight,  and  the  poor  heart  almost  gay. 

As  we  think  of  seeing  home  and  friends  once  more. — Chrrnx.   - 


THE  TAR'S  FAREWELL. 

The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of  86  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

When  forced  to  bid  farewell  to  Loo —  I 
Pull  away,  my  boys,  pull  away,                                 ■  v 

I  did  not  know  what  I  should  do —    '  ;. 
•            Pull  away,  pull  away. 

I  left  her  weeping  on  the  quay. 

She  said  she  would  be  true  to  me,  ,  j 

As  we  sail'd  away  to  the  Southern  sea;  v 

Pull  away,  my  boys,  pull  away,  '  i   " 

Pull  away,  pull  away,  pull  away.  •  -j 

Chorus. 
For  the  wind  must  blow,  and  the  ship  must  go. 

And  loving  souls  must  part. 
But  the  ship  will  tack,  and  the  tar  come  back 
.;         •  To  the  first  love  of  his  heart. 

..  But  then  if  false  should  prove  my  fair—      \       ;  ^ 

>:  ;  Pull  away,  my  boys,  pull  away, 

I'd  burn  this  little  lock  of  hair —  ;;::'".:      i> 

Pull  away,  pull  away.  >;  / 

If  she  be  false  and  I  be  free,  v    '        ^... 

I'll  sail  again  to  the  Southern  sea,  '    '.  : 

Where  there  are  plenty  as  good  as  she; 
Pull  away,  my  boys,  pull  away, 
;:•;••'     Pull  away,  pull  away,  pull  away. — Chorus.       ':':'■-    .    •  ;- 


The  Music  of  this  Song  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rect-'pt 
of      cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Chatham  St.,  New  York. 

Beautiful  leaves,  in  their  midsummer  splendor, 

Clothing  the  forest  in  ?merald  green ;  ■    «( 

Where  are  the  blooms  that  such  beauty  can  render, 

Or  shed  such  a  fullness  and  grace  o'er  the  scene? 
Ev'ry  gay  tint  of  the  sweet  garden  flowers,  .  i 

Ev'ry  bright  garland  that  innocence  weaves, 
Tho'  cull'd  from  the  fairest  of  nature's  gay  bowers. 

Looks  cold  if  not  blended  with  beautiful,  beautiful  leaver 

Chorus. 
Beautiful  .eaves,  in  their  midsummer  splendor,  *  ■ 

Clothing  the  forest  in  emerald  green; 
Where  are  the  blooms  that  such  beautj'  can  render. 

Or  shed  such  a  fullness  and  grace  o'er  the  scene? 
Leaves!  leaves!  beautiful  leaves!  - 

Beautiful,  beautiful,  beautiful,  beautiful  leaves!    •        * 

Beautiful  leaves,  in  the  Winter  time  falling;     ..    *    ,  ' 

Oh,  have  I  thought  as  they  dropt  one  by  one,     ,  '  , 

That  they  were  obe3'ing  some  mystical  calling, 

That  lured  them  away  when  the  Summer  was  gone? 
And  knowing  the  Spring  will  their  brightness  restore  to  us, 

I've  felt,  though  the  cold  earth  their  ashes  receives, 
That  we  too  must  fade  like  the  dead  leaves  before  us. 

And  bloom  once  again  like  those  beautiful,  beautiful  leaves 
Beautiful  leaves,  in  their  midsummer.  &c. 


THE    ANQEL'  S    WHISPER. 

The  Music  of  this  Sonsj  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  rp<-cipt. 
of      cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  50  Cliatham  St.,  New  York. 

A  baby  was  sleeping,  its  mother  was^ weeping,  ,.    .^v 

For  her  husband  was  far  on  the  wild,  raging  sea,  "       ! 

And  the  tempest  was  swelling  'round  the  fisherman's  dwellinir, 
And  she  cried:  "  Dermot,  darling,  oh,  cQme  back  to  me." 

Her  beads  while  she  number'd  the  baby  still  slumber'd. 
And  smiled  in  her  face  as  she  bended  her  knee; 

"Oh!  blest  be  that  warning,  my  child,  thy  sleep  adorning. 
For  I  know  that  the  angels  are  whispering  with  thee. 

"And  while  they  are  keeping  bright  watch  p'er  thy  sleeping. 

Oh!  pray  to  them  softly,  my  baby,  with  me, 
"And  say  thou  would'st  rather  they'd  watch  o'er  thy  father. 
For  I  know  that  the  angels  are  whxspering  with  thee. " 

The  dawn  of  the  morning  saw  Dermot  returning,  • 

And  the  wife  wept  with  joy  her  babe's  father  to  see; 

And  closely  caressing  her  child  with  a  blessing. 
Said:  "1  know  that  the  angels  were  whispering  with  thee." 


T'le  Same  Thing  Over  Again. 


The  MuMic 
of 


This  wor 
The  su 
The  suu 
The  sa 
And  my 
'Twill  pi 
When  1 
But  th< 


(1  we  inhabit  each  day  rolls  around — 

le  thing  over  again; 

t  comes  up  and  then  it  goes  down — 

»e  thing  over  again. 

riends,  if  you'll  search  this  wide  world  thro'  and  thro', 

ve  that  my  statement  is  honest  and  true, 

aim  in  the  world  you  will  find  nothing  new, 

same  thing  over  again. 

Ciionrs. 

The  same  thing  over  again, 

The  same  thing  over  again; 
The  w^hok  wyrld  round  there  will  surely  be  found 
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The  sa 
In  times 

The  sa 
They  we. 
And  of  tl 
They  set 
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before  us  I've  often  heard  said 
le  thing  over  again; 

light  aud  changes  have  met,  loved  and  wed, 
le  thing  over  again. 
le  happy  and  fortune  smiled  on  them  t«  boot, 
eir  love's  uuiou,  w  hy  we  are  the  fruit, 
m  example  and  we  followed  suit. 
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You  are 
You're  afraid 
But  she  s 
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From  t 
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If  you're 
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Of  happi 
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The  same  thing  over  again. 


i  same  thing  over  again. — Chorus. 


'a  you  sit  near  some  charming  j'oung  miss — 

le  thing  over  again; 

ripe  tempting  lips  you  will  steal  a  sly  kiss — 

e  tiling  over  again. 

eling  (piite  modest  and  sorely  perplexed; 
'  "  to  beg  more  for  fear  she  will  be  vexed, 
lys,  when  you  ask  her,  "  what  shall  we  do  next?  " 


le  thing  over  again.  —  Chorus. 


1[ik 


ing  a  drink  with  some  thoroughbred  brick- 
ie thing  over  again; 
uage  ill  time  gets  exceedingly  thick 
le  same  tiling  over  again, 
for  your  home  very  ligiit  in  the  head, 
narried  you  creep  up  the  stairs  in  a  dread, 
lear,  a.s  you  stumble  head  first  into  bed, 

thing  over  again. — Chorus. 


sa  ne 


IT 


you're  aware  I've  a  sweet  little  wife — 

thing  over  again; 
ssure  you,  she's  dearer  than  life — 

thiiig  over  again, 
she  presented  me  with  a  young  son, 
daddies  than  I  there's  not  one, 
ghed  when  she  said  to  me  (merely  in  fun), 
thing  over  again. — Chorus. 
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Hard  Times,  Come  Again  No  More. 
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Let  us  pause  in  life's  pleasures,  and  count  its  many  tears, 

Wlii  e  we  all  sup  .sorrow  with  the  poor. 
There'    a  .song  that  will  linger  forever  in  our  ears: 

Oh,  lard  times,  come  again  no  more. 

CnoRus.  • 

Tis  the  .song,  the  sigh  of  the  weary. 

Hard  times,  hard  times  come  again  no  more; 
Many  days  you  have  lingered  around  my  -abin  door. 
Oh,  hard  times,  come  again  no  more. 

"While  we  seek  mirth  and  beauty,  and  music  light  and  gay. 

Thei  u  are  frail  forms  fainting  at  the  door; 
Thoutr  1  their  voices  are  silent,  their  pleading  looks  will  say: 

Oh,   lard  times,  come  again  no  more.  —  Chorus. 

There'  ;  a  pale,  drooping  maiden,  who  works  her  life  away, 
Witl   a  worn  heart  wliose  better  days  are  o'er; 

Thoug  I  her  voice  would  be  merry,  'tis  sighing  all  the  day. 
Oh,   lard  times,  come  again  no  more. — Chorus. 


sigh  that  is  wafted  across  the  troubled  wave,  • 
he  wail  that  is  heard  upon  the  shore. 
Urge  that  is  murmured  around  the  lowly  grave, 
lard  times,  come  again  no  more. — Cluxrus. 


SCHNEIDER'S  RIDE. 

Parody  on  "Sheridan's  Ride."— Recited  by  Gus  Williams. 

From  gross  der  river,  ad  broke  of  day, 

Bringin'  by  Brooklyn  fresh  dismay, 

Der  news  vas  send,  by  a  Dudchman  drue. 

Dot  der  officers  of  der  refenue 

Vould  be  ofer  in  less  as  a  hour  or  dwo. 

To  couflscatc  all  der  viskey  dey  got 

In  Schneider's  blacc,  or  near  der  shbot. 

Und  vilder  ved  dem  rumors  dej'  flew, 
Dill'Schneiaer  didn'd  know  vat  to  do; 
So  he  glosed  der  doors,  und  barred  dem  dight. 
Saying,  "  Dey  kin  hammer  avay  mit  all  deir  mighd; 
Of  dey  gid  dem  oben  before  id's  uighd. 
Den  I  don'd  know — but  ve  shall  see 
Who /«  der  schmardesd,  dem  or  me?"  ;     • 

For  a  hour  or  dree  no  resd  he  got 
.  Sbdill  Schneider  shdaid  righd  on  der  shbot. 

Bud  dere  is  a  shdreed  in  Brooklyn  down 

Dot  isn'd  bafed.  dot  leads  righd  down 

To  Gouey  Island,  und  vat  is  more 

(Dot's  a  vond<?r  id  nefer  vas  used  before,) 

Id  vas  righd  in  frond  of  der  back  of  de<- shdore, 

UikI  d<*«i  on  dot  road  vas  nine  drucks  uyd  a  cart. 

Loading  mit  viskey  all  ready  te  slulart; 

Dey're  mosd  all  loaded,  und  Schnoidt^r  is  gay, 

In  den  momcnds  he'll  be  'bond  a  mile  avay. 

Dey're  off,  und  nodlng  is  lef  to  show 

Vat  vav  dey  made  ub  ileir  minds  to  go, 

Und  oteryding's  mofed,  yed  nod  a  sound 

Kin  be  heered  bud  der  veels  agoia  around. 

As  (ley  mofe  so  sliwifdly  ofer  der  ground ;  ,    ' 

Und  Schneider  looks  back  und  says,  "  (toot  day," 

For  now  he's  more  as  fife  miles  avay. 

Shdill  jumbs  dem  horses,  shdill  on  dey  go, 

Upd  der  vay  dey  mofe  dot  isn'd  shlow, 

Dey're  goin  down  hill,  und  fasder  und  fasder, 

Dey're  drifen  ahead  by  Schneider,  der  ma.sder, 

"Who  shducks  to  dem  now  like  a  boor  man's  blasder, 

For  veil  he  knows  dot  if  now  he's  dooked. 

He  kin  m:ike  ub  his  mind  dot  his  goose  vas  cooked. 

So  efeiy  mussels  dey  pring  in  blay. 

Cause  (ley  aind  any  more  as  den  miles  avay. 

Under  dheir  flying  hoofs  der  road. 

Like  a  grade  big  mutgudder  dot  floweu, 

Und  der  flies  dot  had  come  all  der  vay  from  town, 
^     Now  got  tired  und  had  to  lay  down 
'      To  took  a  shmall  resd  ubcSn  der  ground: 

For  "Schneid"  und  der  vagons,  dem  vent  so  fasd 

Dot  cfen  der  flies  gifed  oud  ad  lasd ; 

Der  dusd  vas  dick  und  der  horses  gray,  .  . 

Und  Schneider  vas  fifdeen  miles  avay!  ' 

Der  wery  firsd  ding  dot  Schneider  saw 
Vas  der  sand,  und  he  heered  der  ocean  roar. 
He  shmclied  der  .salt  in  der  good  old  preeze 
Dot  vafed  ofer  vere  dere  vasn'd  .some  drees, 
Und  he  feld  lirsd  rade  mit  his  mind  at  ease. 
L'nd  dem  wery  horses  dem  seemed  to  say — 
"  Ve  pringed  you,  Schneider,  all  der  vay 
From  Br(joklyn  town  und  safed  der  viskey. 
But  'bon  our  vords  'dwas  radder  risky!  " 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  for  Schneider  drue! 
Hurrah!  hurrah!  for  der  horses,  doo ! 
Und  veil  der  shdadurs  vas  high  und  dry. 
Led  some  bully  boy  mit  a  grockery  eye 
(lid  ub  on  der  dob  of  a  barrel  und  cry —  ,       "■ 
"  Dese  is  der  horses  dot  safed  der  day 
By  carting  der  viskey  und  Schneider  gay 
From  Brooklyn — dwendy  miles  avay!" 

[In  our  next  number  we  shall  publish  the  original  of  the  above 
recitation,  entitled,  "Sheridan's  Ride. "J 

— At  a  Cincinnati  wedding  lajjrf^he  organist  entertained  the 
audience  awaiting  the  brida^ffJur  by  a  series  of  voluntaries,  the 
liLst  of  which  lUihickily,'^^,  "  Trust  Her  Not,  She  is  Fooling 
Thee,"  at  which  he  -Was  hard  at  work  as  the  bridal  procession 
walked  up  the  aisV;.  |  . 
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OUR  GRANDFATHERS'   DAYS. 

Tbe  Music  of  this  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
ot  ;}5  cents,  by  Henry  J.  Wehnian,  50  Chatham  at.,  New  York. 

A  Sv'ing  for  to  please  all  my  kiud  friends  before  me: 

Tve  beeu  tliiukiug  of  late,  a  uew  subject  to  raise, 
Arul  one  1  luive  got,  and  I  know  it  will  please  you — 

I'm  going  to  sing  of  our  grandfatliers'  days. 
In  our  grandfathers'  days,  men  were  judgcil  but  by  merit, 

And  those  who  were  soimd,  got  tlieir  measure  by  praise; 
IJut  nowadays,  folks  judge  of  men  by  their  money — 

That  wasn't  the  case  in  our  grandfathers'  days. 

In  our  grandfathers'  days,  they  had  no  patent  leathers, 

(Jarote-elioking  collar^,  or  no  peg-top  pants;  ; 

Young  men  didn't  go  it  witli  two-forty  horses, 

(Jr  visit  young  ladies  at  night,  at  their  aunt's. 
The  bo)"s  didn't  then  congregate  on  the  corners,  '    . 

To  see  the  gals  crossing,  on  wet;  slushy  days. 
Nor  the  gals  didn't  want  a  policeman  to  help  them — 

That  wasn't  the  style  in  our  grandfathers'  days. 

In  our  grandfathers'  days,  billiard-markers  ne'er  sported 

Moustache  on  their  lips,  or  goatees  on  their  chins; 
Nor  did  six-i)enny  barbers  drive  out  in  light  wagons. 

Nor  did  fish-ball  waiters  wear  diamond  pins. 
The  gals  didn't  paint,  stuff  themselves  up  with  cotton; 

'I'hey  didn't  wear  hoops,  patent  bustles  or  stays. 
Didn't  smoke  cigarettes,  or  drink  cock-tails  at  Taylor's — 

That  wasn't  the  style  in  our  grandfathers'  days. 

In  our  CTandfathcrs'  days,  married  men  they  were  steady — 

You'd  not  find  them  out  every  da}'  of  their  lives, 
N(»r  see  them  out  late,  walking  home  with  their  cousins — 

I'hey  alway  retired,  in  good  time,  to  their  wives. 
Tiny  had  no  champagne  suppers,  no  little  flirtations. 

No  trying  to  go  it  in  various  ways; 
Didn't  stop  in  saloons  with  a  female  acquaintance — 

They  had  no  waiter-girls  in  our  grandfathers'  days. 

In  our  grandfathers'  days,  when  a  man  ran  for  office, 

lie  did  it  alone  for  the  national  good. 
And  not  for  the  dollars  and  cents  he  might  pocket — 

That  is  something  that,  nowadays,  ain't  imderstood. 
The  goverumeul,  then,  was  for  wisdom  selected; 

Ui'bellion  liad  not  set  the  country  ablaze, 
Btit  the  people  have  sworn  that  our  flag  shall  float  over 

The  Luiou  as  'twas  in  our  grandfathers'  days. 

I  Don't  Like  a  Cur  at  My  Heels. 

The  Music  of  t>iis  Sons  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt 
of      cents,  by  licury  J.  VVehnian,  50  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 

1 11  Kc  honest  pluck  in  this  warfare  of  life,     .  :     : 

No  matter  whoever  I  meet; 
I  like  a  man  boldly  to  say  what  he  thinks, 

And  not  fill  me  with  hoilow  deceit. 
It  may  not  be  pleasant  at  all  times  to  Lear 

The  truth  plainly  tol4  in  your  ear. 
Yet  'tis  better  to  know  you're  prepared  for  the  worst. 

Than  tremble  like  children,  with  fear.  * 

■  Cnonrs.  "^v 

I  do  like  a  man  that  will  boldly  stand  up. 

And  tell  me  at  once  what  he  feels; 
I  can  fight  with  the  lion  that  roars  in  my  fact, 

But- 1  can't  bear  a  cur  at  my  heels.  ,    .' 

I  like  to  be  told  of  my  faults  like  a  man— 

And  I  ne'er  knew  tlie  man  who  had  none;  /: 

Hard  words  may  be  used,  y«t  I  like  him  the  most 

Who  has  pluck  all  my  faults  to  make  known. 
If  wrong,  I  can  cure  the  foul  slander  at  once, 

And  destroy  every  venomous  part, 
Yet  I  reel  when  a  .fudas,  who  smiles  in  my  face,  ^'   : 

Gives  a  stab  at  my  back  in  the  dark.— C/toru«. 

So  behind  a  man's  back  always  mind  what  you  say, 

If  you  can  do  him  no  good,  do  him  no  harm; 
If  you  don't  like  back-biting,  don't  do  it  yourself, 

And  your  good  name  will  spread  like  a  charm.        -      ■ 
We  all  have  to  live,  ^o  let's  try  and  make  life 

A  good  open  field  for  the  race, 
And  if  you  have  cause  of  complaint  against  man,  :    \ 

Go  tell  him  right  straight  to  his  face. — Chorus.  ' 


THE   IRISH   FAIR 


V 


Written  by  W.  11.  Whitehead,  and  originally  sung  by  J.  II.  Conroy. 


As  I  rose  up  one  morning, 

The  same  day  as  the  Fair, 
All  the  pretty  boys  and  girls, 

They  as.sembled  there. 
There  was  hump-backed  McCarty, 

And  cork-legged  Teddy  Lee; 
They  were  among  the  party 

Who  rode  along  with  me. 

CnoRUS.  - 

While  on  the  road  to  the  Fail-, 
Tascha  shin  ga  miska, 

Arrah,  what  fun  was  there, 
Falga  Balgu  Lorrah. 


* 


y 


Now  we're  off  to  Donuybrook, 

For  to  see  the  Fair; 
Won't  we  have  a  jolly  time, 

With  the  boys  and  girls  there.  , 

"W^e'll  dance  and  sing,  and  whiskey  drink. 

Till  our  hearts  are  free  from  care; 
There's  no  such  fun,  where'er  you  go. 

As  you'll  find  at  an  Irish  Fair. — Chorus. 

We  all  went  into  a  tavern. 

And  there  began  to  sing, 
And  Judy  O'Brien  and  Mickey  Flinn 

They  done  a  double  fling. 
And  then  they  got  a-fighting —  * 

You  couldn't  hold  them  back; 
Teddy  off  with  his  cork-leg, 

McCarty's  head  he  cracked. — Cliorut. 

On  the  road  while  driving. 

The  crowd  sung  .songs  so  sweet. 
And  big  fat  Lizzie  McCarty, 

Shure  she  broke  down  the  seat. 
Thej"^  all  fell  out  of  tiic  wagon, 

The  horse  he  gave  a  jump;  -  , 

I  split  my  sides  a-lau<;hing, 

At  McCarty  an'  his  hump. — Chorus. 


BABY'S   GOT  A  TOOTH.  • 

Copyriffht,  1881,  by  J.  W.  Pepper.    All  rifrhfs  reserved. 

Published  by  permission  of  J.  W.  Popptr.  Publisher  of  I'.and  and  Onlie.^ra 

Music,  Sonfjs  for  the  fjta^e,  &c.,  S.  K.  cor.  Ninth  and  FillxTt  sts., 

Philadelphia,  Pa.    The  Music  of  this  Sonj;  sent  for  35  cents. 

.;  -       I'm  the  father  of  a  bouncing  boy,     .     .  , 

He  looks  just  like  his  pa;  ' 

He's  the  picture  of  his  mammy. 

And  the  image  of  his  dad«.  .   - 

He  was  eight  months  old  the  other  day — 
He  is  a  noble  youth; 
«.  We  have  been  almost  crazy  since 

He  got  his  first  front  tooth.  V    * 

• .  *-■  -■    .     , 

CnoRcs.  '<■'■. 

George,  dear,  George,  dear,  can't  j'ou  guess  the  truth? 

George,  dear,  George,  dear,  bless  the  little  y<iulii; 
Do  get  up  and  light  the  fire,  turn  the  gas  a  little  higher, 

Go  and  tell  your  aunt  Maria  baby's  got  a  tooth. 

I  went  home  late  the  other  night. 

And  soon  was  sound  asleep,  •  .    < 

When  .suddenly  I  was  awoke  .  .- 

By  sounds  that  made  me  weep;  |'* 

•  "     My  wife  she  grabbed  me  by  the  arm,  -     ; 

And  says,  get  up  you  brute,  -  r.^: 

The  pride  and  joy  of-all  of  us 

Has  got  a  nice  front  tooth. — CJoorut.  '. 

Now  married  men  take  my  advice:  - 

W^hen  first  you  do  get  wed,  ;        '.  ' 

Don't  ever  try  to  go  to  sleep, 

Don't  ever  go  to  bed ; 
But  to  save  yourself  from  trouble  of 

The  darling  little  pet, 
Don't  wait  until  it  gets  a  tooth — 

Buy  it  a  nice  false  set. — Chorus. 
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MULLIG-AN'S   FUNERAL. 

(■i^nriirlil.    ISKl,   l)y   lIobcTt   Tdlrr. 

:iii'!   Ma-i<'  i>f  tlii-i  Sonir  will   !«•  :'ciit   to  aiiv  niliiri'ss.  ]Hislpai<l.  <>u 
o!'  I't  (,iiis,  l.v  11. .).  Wclmi.-in.  1'.  (».  r.<>x  IM-ri.  New  VnrkCii). 
I  far  coiiii)!.'!)'  (';it;iU>;.i;u'  <>I"  Kiiirli^li  ainl  (•(.Tiuuii  Soiigi»— i'rcc. 

(Hi.  thiiv's  liTk'f  about  the  rlty. 
'I'lif  iMi>pI«'.  >«>!»  will  pity. 
Ami  siiiJT  .1  moiinitii!  dilty. 

At  .Miilliiiaii's  t'lUKTal. 
Kla-s  ,irr  all  iialt  ina-t. 
Aiitl  (Inlcful  si::li><  arc  cast  — 
Kvi-rytitMly's  siLiliiiiir. 
Thai  i)aiuiy  shuiiliMir  (lying. 

ClIOKlS. 

Missis  >Iutphy  hallowt-d, 

AikI  r.idily  Dooly  s(|U:ilU'«l; 
Dan  MrCari'liy  Uclloucil, 

And  I'alsi y  Kcuan  bawled.  , 

Drums  and  liffs  wire  playin', 

You'd  hear  a  needle  tall, 
When  all  the  erowd  were  througitig 

At  .Mulligans  funeral. 

Now  the  aldermen  atleiidtd. 
Thf  carriages  were  si)lendid;  • 
The  nmsie  swately  l)lended, 

At  .Mulligan's  I'lineral. 
<  Hi.  the  wake  wa>  irhiiid, 
Wid  whiskey  at  cnininand; 
KviTN'  one  ae«|Maiiitfd, 
And  Miss  McGully  fainted. —  ^7wr»<s. 

4 

(Hi,  'twas    •  lialiic-;  on  our  MIoeii  ■' there,       • 
That  made  tlie  jxuple  tlock  there, 
I'layed  solid  as  a  rock  there, 

At  .Mulligan's  funeral. 
Everybody  said,  , 

Tw as  sad  that  he  was  dead; 
So  wid  music  chanted, 
Dan  .Mulligan  w.is  planted. — Chorus. 
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Old  Fashioned  Church  on  the  Hill. 

r<)i>.vriL'ht.  ISsl.  I.y  T.  P..  Iliinn-  ,^  (  <>. 


mil   .\lui-ic  of  llilK  SiiiiL'  wii!   Ii«'  wiit   ln.-itiy  :i(lilrfS.«.  |>i>>>l-|>ai>l.  on 
f   III  <>ri(>.  t>y  II.  .1.  Wilimaii.   I'.  •  >.  I!<>\  Nvtl.  N'»  York  City. 
I  fiir  riniijiiiMf  Caialoi,'!!!'  nf  K!iL'li«li  .-iikI  (•iriaaii  Sony.* - Frcf. 


Tlierc'k  an  old  fashioned  house  in  the  coimtry, 

The  e  s  an  old  I'a^iiioiied  ( ouple  live  there; 
Then  i  an  old  fa-iiioiu-d  irate  by  the  old  counlry  road, 

an  old  fashioned  man  near  the  chair; 

f.i-hioned  woman  is  sitting  there, 

niiLT  an  old  pjiir  of  hose; 

(  r  old  fa-liioiicd  c;ip  on  her  old  fashioned  head, 

.■<he's  dre.s.sed  in  her  old  fashioned  clothes. 

Ciioiits. 

ar  those  bells,  tlioM-  mirr\  bells. 
\!id  they  till  my  soul  with  a  thrill; 
'\%^  the  old  t.-isliioned  sound  from  them  old  fashioned  bells,    ! 
In  Hiat  old  fa'^hioni-d  church  on  the  hill  | 

There'fc  a.ii  old  fii>hioncd  dock  on  that  old  whitewashed  wall. 

Wit  1  its  old  f.ohioned  pendulum  and  hands; 
There  »  an  old  wooden  Itencli  by  that  old  lireplace. 

Wit  1  its  bright  copper  kettles  imd  ]ians; 
An  oil    fashioned  man  is  sittiie.:-  tliere, 

Sm<  king  hi-  old  fasliioncd  clay, 
Willi    lii  old  favorite  dog  sitting  closit  liy  Ids  side, 

Wai  L-hiug  the  ihildieu  at  play.  —  C'/ioriin. 

Iliaveti  l)le«s  th.it  dear  old  pair,  may  tliey  live  for  many  years. 

In  t  lat  dc.ir  little  hou>e  in  tin-  lane; 
May  t  H-y  never  know  a  care,  iiut  all  happiness  to  share, 

.Vni    tjiink  of  the  dear,  old  happy  days; 
The  >;  me  I  w  i>li  lo  you.  with  a  heart  of  conscience  true, 

.Ma\  you  live,  yes,  for  many,  many  years; 
May  \  ou  never  want  for  wealth,  but  tiijoy  the  best  of  health, 

It  itjthe  curuest  wish  I  give  to  you.  —  C'/u/ruH. 
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•Scenes  of  my  childhood  arise  ))cfore  my  pazc,  .      I 

Hringing  ricoUections  of  by -gone  happy  days. 

When  down  in  the  meadow  in  ehildhotHl  I  Would  roam; 

No  one's  left  to  cheer  me  now  within  that  gocxl  ohi  bome. 

F;ither  and  mother  they  have  pas.scd  away, 

iSister  and  brother  now  lay  beneath  the  clay; 

Fiut  w  bile  life  does  remain,  to  cheer  me  I'll  retain 

This  small  violet  1  pluekeil  from  mother's  grave 

Chorus 

Only  a  violet  I  plucked  when  but  a  bnj", 

.\nd  oft'times  when  I'm  sad  at  heart,  this  flow'r  has  given  me  joy, 

But  while  life  do«'.s  remain,  in  memoriam  I'll  retain 

This  small  violet  I  plucked  from  mother's  grave. 

Well  I  remember  my  dear  old  mother's  smile. 
As  she  Jised  to  greet  me  when  I  returned  from  toil; 
Always  knitting  in  the  old  arm  chair. 
Father  used  t<^  sit  and  read  for  all  us  children  there.  • 
'    Uut  now  all  is  silent  around  the  goinl  old  home, 
They  all  have  left  me  in  sorrow  here  to  roam; 
\\  liHe  life  (hies  remain,  in  memoriam  I'll  retain 
This  small  violet  I  plucked  from  mother's  grave. — Chorua 


'   Mary  Ann,  111  Tell  Yonr  Ma.    I 
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I  spoon  a  girl  namwl  Mary  Ann,  a  tender  little  dove. 

Who  cost  me  lots  of  halfpence,  and  u  precious  deal  of  love; 

She's  living  with  her  mother,  as  a  maiden  ought  to  do. 

And  looks  as  straight  and  proper  as  a  .sjiint,  or  me,  or  you;     ' 

Hut  somehow  when  I  trot  her  rotuul.  no  matter  where* we  go, 

I'm  .struck  with  all  the  people  that  this  maiden  seems  to  know; 

For  cerliiin,  as  my  Mary  Ann  I  proudly  take  tibout, 

Some  bead  pops  round  tbe  corner,  and  a  vulgar  voice  will  about: 

Ciionrs. 

"  OhI  very  well.  >[ary  Aim,  I'll  tell  your  ma,  ' 

She  little  thought  when  you  came  out,  you'd  go  so  far, 
I'm  sure  your  mother  doesn't  know  the  girl  you  are, 
Mary  Ann,  tie!  for  shame,  yah!  yah  I  yah  I  oh  I  yah!" 

^\■e  went  last  Whitsun  ^londay  to  the  forest  bv  the  rail.  I 

We  did  the  thing  first-class,  of  course,  at  that  \  never  fail;      1 
I  tipp'd  the  guard  a  shilling,  or  what  you  liiight  call  ti  bob. 
To  lock  us  in  a  carriaiic  and  preserve  us  from  the  mob. 
We  sat  on  downy  cushions,  and  the  curtains  drew  for  fun, 
For  Tolly  sai<l  her  jirelty  eyes  they  <-ould  not  bear  the  sun; 
Hut  when  we  .s<'ttled  snugly  .•md  were  just  about  to  go, 
A  head  came  through  the  window  and  a  fellow  shouted — Oh! 

(ill,  very  well,  Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  ma,  (fee. 

We  wiindcred  throtigh  the  forest  glades,  as  hiippy  as  could  l)o. 
We  tliour:ht  from  vulgar  jK-ople  there,  we  shouhl  at  least  be  free; 
We  sougTit  a  sweet  secluded  spot,  where  none  otir  vows  c"Oidd  hear, 
.\nd  whisper'd  those  soft,  silly  things,  that  lovers  think  so  dear. 
We  sat  lieneath  a  spreading  oak.  our  hiving  arms  entwined. 
While  I  was  fond  and  foolish,  she  was  gentle,  .sweet  and  kind; 
Hut  Just  as  my  jia.ssion  told,  and  sealed  it  with  a  kiss,  i.      , 

A  chap,  birds-nesting  up  above,  so  rudely  shouted  this: — 

Obi  very  well,  Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  ma,  &c. 

We  came  away  disgtisted,  and  we  quickly  made  for  liome,  » 

For  everywhere  we  met  the  cry,  no  matter  wliere  we'd  roam; 

.My  .M.iry  Ann  declared  to  me  she  knew  those  people  not. 

In  fact,  she  .said  she  would  not  mi.\  with  such  a  vulgar  lot.     I    . 

Hut  on  this  precious  mvstery  I  have  some  little  doubt, 

.\nil  almo.sl  think  that  "Mary  Ann  mu.st  know  her  way  aliotjt. 

For  when  we  parted  at  her  door,  or  rather,  just  inside, 

A  voice  came  down  the  staircase,  and  her  little  brother  cried: — 

SroKEX— "Ob!  oh!  oh!" 

Ob!  very  well,  Mary  Ann,  I'll  tell  your  ma,  (fee. 
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Also  Parodies  on  the  following  songs:— A  Ofe's  Story— As  I  Sat  upon  BIv  Dear  Old 
Mother's  Knee— Get  Your  Hair  Cut— He  Never  Came  Back— Little  Annie  lioonej— Mary 
and  John.  _^^__^^^^^_^^____ 

For  sale  by  all  Bookseliere  and  NewsJilealers  throughout  the  United  States 
and  Canada,  or  will  be  eeiif  to  any  addreiss,  by  mail,  |K)et-paid,  on  receipt  of 
10  Cents  by  tbe  pabllshcr.    U.  S.  postage  slumps  taken  Bumo  ae  cash. 


Address  all  orders  to  eithcrour  New  York  or  Chi<-ago  House,  w  liichever  is  nearest  to  yen. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 
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THECOMPl[llini 


PRICE  25  CENTS.     '      ; 

Thfs  Is  the  first  time  ti-.at  a  book  has  been  puhlished  that 
plainly  teache<(  hOW  tO  write  a  letter.  It  shows  clearly 
all  the  blunders  and  mistakes  apt  to  l«e  male  by  an  inex- 
l>erienced  writer,  and  makes  m.-inilcsf ,  in  the  siioiplest  way,  the 
projier method  of  avoiding  and  ivciilyini,'  gucli  plunders  and 
mistakes,  whether  the}- tKTur  in  the  s^K;ilng,  t!ie  punctuation, 
or  the  grainin.ar.  This  book  e.\i>luiris  all  the  ilctails  of  cop- 
respondence,  whether  relating  to  Iho  form,  the  ti,-nmanahlp^ 
thedirectiug,  fol.ling,  anil  Beiiling  of  a  n..te  or  a  1:  tter.  There 
are   in    this   book  valuable  hints  about  Love«  CourtShIp 

and  Marriage,  Et»'>*'"&'"  ^^'"'t  style  lovcn*  Hiiouid  incite 

ejir-tles.  There  are  given  all  tlie  various  letters  that  an«e  in 
the  course  of  busiuess:  .Asking  for  niuniy,  reip;,  :Xi:ig  time,  en- 
closing remittance,  asjting  assL-t.ince,  rea.sons  tor  r«-fu.sa!,  from 
tenants  to  landlords  ou  dilleiiut  subjects,  wilh  lamilnrdg' re- 
plies. Then— and  this  Is  a  very  Importarit  feature- 
there  is  shown  the  legal  importance  of  a  letter;  and  cxplanationg 
are  given  upon  tlioex:ict  mianii.g  of  expres.'ilons  used  in  writ- 
ing that  mav  be  brought  into  court  in  htigatii.ns.  itaisoconi.ains  the  art  Of  abbre- 
viating Writing,  so  that  any  one  can,  with  practice,  write  with  the  lapi.lity  of  the 
•horthaud  writer.  In  fart,  the  following  persons  all  require  this  book.  Young  ladlee 
andyoung  gentlemen,  wives  and  husbands,  widosvs  and  bachelors,  fanners  and  traders, 
the  sick  and  the  well,  soldiers  and  s-ailoi-s.  mothers  and  f;itli;;rs.  o.-iugiiteti)  and  son*, 
givers  and  receivers  of  presents,  the  educated  and  the  illiterate.  But  it  would  take  pa«« 
after  page  to  begin  to  enumerate  all  the  different  clarses  to  w  horn  "  This  Com  pi 
Letter  Writer"  would  prove  an  invaluable  companion.    There  is  uolhlLg  w 


•  wcrtA 


lowing  in  any  other  letter  w  riter  not  to  l>e  found  here,  while  there  are  i:  any  thlnge  of 
Importance  here  not  to  be  found  in  any  other  iK^.k.    Notwithstanding  all  theee «oo« 

Emts.  it  is  only  20  Cents  a  copy,  and  la  «nt  at  that  price,  post  t»id,  to  <^yj>^<« 
e  I'nited   States  or   Canada.     SpeciaI/— Five  Buolu  for  One  l>ullar.    U.  &  fomn 
Stamps  taken  in  payment  same  as  cash. 


Address  all  orders  to  eithcrour  New  York  or  Chicago  lIou.se,  whichever  is  nearest  to  yoo. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK, 


125  W.  Madison  Street. 
CHICAGO. 
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•An  Itislimni 
Ai'iiiatrli     l;<M 

ItHllkS    c.f     llll 

Shuinrot'k  of  i 
YouiikT  cluiri 
Saint  il-l<'iia 
(*a|if;iill  l>«yc 
Iri.-li  I!..v-  |)<- 
Hiiip  of  Mv 
Slmiiirofl;     U 
I^init'tiC     Kiiri 
Hniif     Kiiii 
ShanntH'l;     i 
Ir«*laiir|     ij!v:i 
You,  I  '..111  f  II- 
llat  Mf  Kath. 
Irrlnmt  and  : 
(Jill  -.li'iiiii«-.  I 
Ki''»i*ii»'v     K'lt 

I/<*t    Kllll    lilllK 

l,iMierii'U  Is  lii 
Mollv  It^swii  . 
MiMVt's  III  Dill 
WiitiTH  M.'lli 
lii.-li  N-.il  Ap 
Nell  Kia'itflii-i 
Diliriii  •.r  the, 
IVniiy  Toiii'-r 
the  sliaiiircl' 
I'liile  of  Mavo 
the  Hov  -I'at 
O-iiid  She  Wo 
lii-ciratioii  SI 
So^rirartli  AT' 
True  I.oviis'  I 
lev  L<v  Siiojii 
Oieeii"  NVil.l  I 
the  lire*-!!  W 
]>et  ni"t  mid  . 
You  Iteiiu-mb 

This  fioolt  p 
cei|.t  ..f  25c 
or  tw '■•••■lit 
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,  Paper  Covf;r. 
,  Board  Covor 


...  25c. 
..  50c. 


"H  T.-ftsf— Anirers  WiiisiMf  Tanl-.q  of  Clniiily  -  rjnckhiril— Hard  of 
itiful  Isleoftiie  .Sia  !!.ii>ii>  Itiiii'.-h  of  lioses  lUriiey  Sic( 'ov  - 
idvuiiie  -Uiyim  <>l.\im  lielN  of  Shamlou  lilariiev -Ueaiilifiil 
Id  IivlaTid-liiilily  .^li<  nithv  -  lielieve  Me.  if  All  TIiom-  Kndeariiijf 
s  Riii^eil  on  the  Khiiie  lireiiiieii  "ii  (he  Moor— Boiiaimrte  on 
BovH  of  Kilkenny  Kaiiks  of  Sweet  Diindei- -  t'lishlutnaehtee 
—('loppy  l!oy—r. line  Itaek  to  Klin -l"<>"  that  Ate  the  I'ipi'i  Dear 
iiiott  .A>thoie— Imhliii  I!ii>  Diiinn'v  A-s  I'entli  of  S.'ti.'<llvld  I'ear 
oiiiitiy  — Pear  l.illle  Colle.-ii  —  IXtririiii.'  for  (loilld  l»etti-  Little 
hJiii  (  uiliiaii -lioiiiielly  and  footer— Ki  ill  I<  >lv  llonie-  Kxile'M 
.1  (Ireeii  Shore- -Kxile  •<  Kriii  -Kiiii  (<>  Hiiik-Ii  Erin's  I»vrlv 
avoiirti.eii  -Kather  'I'oin  O'Xeil— I'eninns'  l^eape- Koiir Leaved 
ei'ii  .M  ssy  nnnk.s  of  iho  I,ee— (ii-i  en  Kii-liN  of  Aiiieiiea  — (S'nl  Save 
.M-n  that  Ir.lnnd  II.i..<  S,',ii-(Jirl  I  l,eft  ll.liiod  Me  (iod  Uless 
H  irp  that  Oiiee  thioiiirh  TaniN  Halls— Monie  Kiilo  for  Irelaiiil - 
Wiiie  liiali  Straiiu'er  li  i.-liiiiaii's  Shonly  iil>li  Colleen-  I  Left 
Ciller  heeaiise  W.-  Were  I'oor- livland  V.iil  V.  t  He  Kree-  Irish 
he  Klower  of  Kildnie  Knthleiii  Mav.iiiiieeii  Killariiey  Kate 
y  Avoiiin..eii  K.>te< ''I!' i^ii-Kiftv  T.»  nell- I.ind  F.,eui.Mie'Haiid  — 
nihil  the  liavs  of  ( >ld  Ijiiiient  of  the  Irish  KinlL'ranl  i.ejr.'iey 
.oHifMl  I.alherand  Sloiv.-  M.Miehe^tei  Martvis  Mollv  Miildnon 
laiineii  Mavourie  en  M'oiiliiilil  ut  Kilhiriii>>  Miii-trel  Koy  Jly 
Inland  Ma  Aillei  n.  A«th"ie  Mae's  ninl  the  ( I's  M>  eliiiu' of  lln- 
.  Daihiii;  Mv  Kiiiiiie''s  Ni  MoH'-  !Mm|c|  .f  Sweet  (ioi  teen  No 
ily  N  iiah  MeShai  e  Norah,  the  !*•  ide  ..f  K'ilil  ire— Nma  O'.Nenl  - 
v's  l>rake -Napoli  Ill's  l>reaiii- Xap'leon's  Kaiewell  lo  I'urls 
larii  oh!  rSie.aihii  S.t  flu  N.niie— ( I'l'oiiiull,  the  .\v«iii.-er  Oi.p 
fih;  Wheri's  the  Slave'  j.>iili|  In-liUid,  You're  Mv  Dailin'  oh. 
o'liotiiiell  .Mm-  One  I' .mid  Tw  .  ro,.r  I'at  Jliist  Kiiiiirrate 
I'atrii'k's  D.iy  I'aiade  I'rettv  Mai. I  MilkitiiJ  MerCm-  I'adilv  Is 
Iull.>y  I'ati  i  k  Shie.'iaii  -It'ry  O'Mi.re-  l:i.  Ii  nnil  Kare  Weie'the 
Uemeiiilier  111- (ili.i  l.s  of  Hiiaii,  the  llrive-Sliaiiiiis  O'lhieii* 
ainiis  o'l!iii-n  She  N  Kar  Kioni  the  I.iiid  S<iii>r  of  liinisfail 
.11  Star  of  lilemraiv  Shin  Van  V..krh  Tim  Kiiii..'uii's  Wake 
i.-i.u-si.in  Tall  IV  Mel'.....  Teri-nee's  Kiirev..ll  to  Kathh-ell  Val- 
.'  lilt.. re  Me- Wid.tii.L'  .if  Riillvii..reen- Where  tin- (Jrass  (ir..»  s 
ish  »  V  -White  (  iK-k.nle  — What  Will  Yoii  I)  •  l^.ve!  -  v\  eai  iiiir  if 
Ihaiii  Iteillv'i.  fiiiitship  Willy  lioillv^-Wi.istliinf  Thief  Yoiiti« 
iilu'«'t  M.jUoy— YoiuiK  liutic— YuU  Wuulvi  Nut  Leave  YuurNoiaki— 
r  Klleu. 

iiei-  cover,  will  lip  ia>nf  to  any  a(Mres.i,  hy  innll,  jwNRtpftld.  on  re- 
orh.nr.l  i-..v.rMf  50c.  ''han  a'.d  iiioi.«.<l  I'l.ited  Slates  oi  « 
Viatfe  >t  imps  tukiMi  in  p.-iyno-i.t  f-.r  itH.-ur  iriK.iN  same  as  eiish. 
II  oiiru-ooi|.i  inai  eil  f  ii  e  oil  ii  ppllia  ti<  .11.  .X'lill'iss  all  uniefs  (u 
York  or  Cliie.n^ii  liiju>e,  wlnohcvi  r  is  neurest  to  juu. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  -^^ 

130  &  131?  Park  Row,  125  W.  AUdison  Street, 

YORK.    .        ^:^e-  CHJCA(i(). 
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THE\MITCHES  DREAM  BOOK 

AH'TORTUNr  TELLER 


Old   Arrah.thP 

f\ir%  yi.il   the    Kily 
•ll«r.    With  thisf' 


1 


(English  or  German.) 

PRIC£    2  5    CENTS. 
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Duepn  of  Witehpo.  whs  thp  iri'  -it  noted  Olpsy  of  modpm  MmM. 
y  to  riiliH.'k  the   Kutuie,  and  makes  ev.ry  p.rsoii  their  own  Koi 
book  y.iu  can  tell  ymirown  or  any  r<ei:.oii'!i  fortuno  far  t»'tter  tn»a 
lany  AstroloKer,  Clairvoyant,  or  Nl<  ilium  can.     It  foretells  eiaetljr 

what  will  hapjH^'n  you.  It  (fives  the  Hindoo  Secrets  of 
Love,  how  to  Manntte,  What  t<j  Say  and  l>o  to  Rain  the  love.  th« 
heart  and  hand  of  the  person  y.u  desire  to  marry.  It  jriven  th« 
Art  of  Telling  fortunes  by  the  Lines  of  the  Hand.  It  contains  tb» 
old  Witches'  Dictionary  of  Dreams,  w  you  can  Interpret  any 
UreamonHoonoayouhear  it.  It  Klves  you -a  charm  to  Protect 
vou  from  iJHDCer.  It  teaches  you  how  to  know  tlie  Sex  of  Chll- 
arenl;efore  biith,  toknowhow(..>.in  y<.u  will  Marry,  anil  what 
Kortune  you  will  have;  who  your  Kuture  Husband  or  Wife  wUj 
b«-  the  Lover'Hfharm  or  old  Witches' True  Method  of  TelUnff 
Fortunes  by  the  GrouniU  of  a  Tea  or  ColTee  (.up;  to  know  if  your 
I/.ve  of  a  isrson  will  tx-  Mutual;  Fortune  Ttllintf  by  Cards.  I» 
tellt.  vour  Lueky  Liavs.  What  you  will  In  Succe>--ful  in;  W  hat  your 
s!  Absent  Husband  or'Wife  is  Ix.lnB;  What  your  Future  Destiny  it; 
Whether  your  Wife,  Hu.sbaii'l  or  liitetided  Ls  True  to  you,  \vh»- 

It'---  vou  will  ever  Marrv;  Whether  Money  will  be  left  to  youi 

^t  Whet'hcr  your  Marrlape  will  tie  Happy;  Mow  to  be  3ucce§8ful  la 
TOur  I.OVP  Affairt;  the  Nuii.lxTof  Wivt«  or  Hu.^l.ands  you  will  Have;  Whether  vou  wUI 
b«  Wealthy.  It  t<  m-hes  how  to  make  the  Mntrie  Dri  am  Hove  and  the  W  itches  Dream 
Chain.  Hi.'w  to  lU-i  d  your  Fortune  bv  the  While  of  an  1-^'g.  How  to  Write  Ixive-Letterj 
Secretly.  HO  that  tt  ey  uiav  not  Ix-  discovered;  How  to  Converse  to  any  p<-rs<jn  without 
■peakintt.  It  tea*  hea  you  the  Ixaves  of  Destiny,  with  Directions  for  Consulting  Ui» 
«byl.  %The  Sucre?  .  of  vour  Future  may  depend  on  y  ur  readiiik'  thu  ^reat  btiok  forrt 
wlll»uide  you  t..  1  r'«iperity  and  lUohes.  The  old  witch  can  brinif  you  (iood  or  Fvil  For- 
tune: Don't  »imn  lo-r,  and  vou  can  Control  others  and  Find  I.o.-^t  or  Hidden  Treaaurea. 
She  la  Powerful.  W  KinieinlKrr,  this  wonderful  l<i.ok  will  I*  .sent  to  any  address,  port- 
Mid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents.  '-■  8-  I'ostnKC  Stami*  taken  in  j.ayment  game  aa caih. 
|r»ClAI.--Five  I<...)  *7  r  o„.   "..llnr     Het  four  of  y...ir  fri-nds  t..  semi  «J'h  v-ou  aiulffet 

T^^owni kfr.        IN    ORDERING    PLEASE    MENTION  WHICH    YOU 

WANT-ENCl  ISH  OR  GERMAN. 


Address  all  order 


130  &  132 
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toeitherour  New  York  oi  <  liiiaiio  IIoum'. whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


NEW   YORK. 


Park  Row, 


125  W.  Madison  .street, 
CHICAGO. 
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Irisi}  Soi)^  Book 

PRICE,  Paper  Cover 25c. 

PRICE.  Board  Cover  50c. 
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*  *  *   OONTBITTS:   *  *  * 


A  Bunch  of  Shamrock  from  My  Pear  Old  Mother— Andy  McElroe— An  Irish 
(Jirl's  Opinion  .\  Smart  Little  Bit  ov  a  Man— Barney  KrallaKan's  Courtship— 
Harney.  Dear  Barney,  I'm  Thlnkinir  of  You-  Bai-ney's  Fartiiii;— Ballinamiick 
Biitrade  Boirie  Halfour-lJold  Jack  Donahue— Bonnie  Irish  Roy— Bonnie  Sweet 
r.es-ie.  the  .Maid  of  Dundee— Bowery  Urenadiem  BraniiiKan'g  Band— Branni- 
jraii's  I'lip  -Bridifet  Doaohue—Bu(raboo— Burke.  Mntree  and  the  Hiick— Casey's 
.\wfiil  (Jrulr— Celehiated  Speech  «f  Koliert  Kmniet^  Chickabiddy— Christmas 
free  Clancy's  Trotter  -  Come  Down,  Mis.  Flynii— Connemara;  or:  Leave  Your 
Il..ots  on  the  Mat- Corbelt  and  Sullivan  Flitht— Dan  Maloney  Is  the  Man— Dan 
McCarthy'n  Ball— Danny  M'Call- Danny  Takes  After  His  Father- Day  I  Walked 
Against  6'Leary- Day  We  lA'ft  Irelund— Dear  Kinerald  Isle-  I)eai  Old  Paddy's 
Ijand— Don't  You  Cry  So,  Norah,  DarlinK-  Doiijriierty's  Boanlinit  House— Drink- 
in»r  with  Daniel  Maloiiey^Duffy's  Qrand  Opening  Night— Ki(fhteenth  Koval 
Irish  Briiiadc— Fitrht  at  Canada  between  Morrissey  and  Heenan— Flannlsra'n's 
Irish  Canary-Gallant  Sixty  Ninth— Gr't  on  to  Reilly— Green  Hills  of  t)ld  Erin— 
(Jilhooley,  You're  a  Terror— (live  Paddy  buta  ('hance— Have  You  Seen  Me  Uncle 
Jlickeyl— Hennes.<>ey'»  Baby— He  Stole  My  Sundav  Clothes- Hoolalian  .Musketeers 

ll.>w  Krin  Wan  Boni— I'm  an  Irish  Boy— I  Am  WaititiKat  the  Door,  Mary  Ann— 
I  Know  i  Am  Irish  and  Proud  of  It,  Too— I  Love  Old  Ireland  Still— Ireland  For- 
ever-Irish .\re  True— Ii  ish  DrnKoon-Irish  Kiile's  I.K)ve— Irishman  and  the 
Whale -Irishman's  Home-  Irishman's  "Home  Sweet  Home " -Irish  ThiouRh 
and  Thuiutrh- 'Twas  Donley  Itaised  the  Fiirht-I'll  Name  the  Bov  Dennis,  or  No 
Name  at  All— John  L.  Sulhvnii— Kate  O'Grady— Kate's  Secret-  Kathleen— Keep 
V.'iir  Eve  on  Dutfy  -Kelly's  Masipierade  Ball— Kerry  Dance-  Kitty,  the  Irish 
giieen  -I  Jttle  I"ilot—Ma(t«ie's  Secret— Mahoney 's  Fourthofjuly-Mary  and  John 
—Mary  Ann  McCuire— Mary  Is  Mashed  <m  Me-Mavoumeen— McCormick's  Irish 
Flat— Mc<inri-y's  New  While  Hatr-Mc(iillitrnn's  Weddinir— McManus  and  His 
Siiike-Tail  Coat— McNulty,  You're  a  Daisy —Michael  Sliua's  lietuni  to  Tlnperary— 
.Miller's  Dieam  of  Home— Mister  Michael  Murphy— Molly  and  1  and  the  Baby- 
Molly,  OI— Mr.  Finitraii  Miilcnithy,  the  Dude— Must  We  Ix'ave  Our  Old  Home— 
.My  Little  Irish  yiieen— Nellv  rtrady- Now  Then,  Molly— Now  What  Will  Become 
ol'  Poor  Old  Ireland  O'Brien's  Hoi-se,  Bony  parte— 0'(;rady  at  the  Game— 
o'Keeley's  oh!  Had  We  Some  Biitrht  Little  Isle  ef  Our  Own— Old  Ireland's 
lleaits  and  Hands- Once  More  in  the  Dear  Old  Ijiiid- One  of  the  Brave  Con- 
naught  Kanifers-Ould  Ireland  So  Green  Paiidies  Kvermore  (Parody)— Paddy 
Loves  a  Sliamrock  -Piuldy'a  Pastoral  Hhapsody— Paddv,  Wait  Awhile -Paddy 
Whs  Tlieie  with  the  Stick— Pamell  Aboo— Patrick  Michael  MrNally— Patoey 
Itianiiiifan— Pnil  the  Fluter's  Ball— Portrait  of  My  Mother  in  Old  IreMuid  Far 
.\way  -ItnleMcMullin  Stvic— Koseof  Killainey— Kiwie  Malone- Kovin'  Irish  Boy 
Same  As  Their  (iirls  and  Boys—Scan'an'*  Kose  fioiiK— Scieniitlc  Man— .Search  the 
Pdk'eof  History— Shamnx-ks  and  Kisses— Shamrocks  on  Patrick's  Day— Since 
Murphv  Broke  His  Pledtre- Skibbereen- Slattery's  Mounted  Fut— Steve  G'Don- 
U'll's  Wake  Stone  Outside  Dan  Murphy's  Door— Story  of  the  Ould  Countie — 
Story  of  the  Shaiiiri>ck— St.'waway-.Strollinir  with  Noia— Sure,  Mike- Take  Mo 
Hack  Anain,  Mavourneen— Temperance  Brigade- That's  What  My  Old  Mother 
Said  That's  Why  I'm  an  Irishmnn— Thirteen  Little  Murphys— Thy  Land's  My 
Ijiiid-Tim  Majfee- To  Sustain  the  Family  Keptitatlon— True-Born  Irishman- 
True  Irish  Hearta— Twelve  Stone  Two— W'e  Fouirht  for  Your  Cause;  or:  The 
Hoine-Kiilo  Bill— When  Bridttet  Goes  Out  on  a  Mash- When  Hokbii  Paid  His 
Kent  When  the  Corn  Is  Waviiifr,  Annie  Dear— When  Will  You  Meet  Me  Affnin, 
Noiahi  -When  Ireland  Has  an  Army  and  a  Navy  of  Her  Own— Whiskey,  You're 
the  Divil— Why  Can't  Paddy  Be  a  Gentleman?— Widow  McGeo— Widow  Kolan's 
Dooi'. 

This  book,  paper  cover,  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  fcy  mail,  post-paid,  on  re- 
ceipt ..f  28c.|  or  l«ard  cover  at  50o.  Clean  and  unus«'d  riiited  States  one 
or  tw.. -cent  iiostaife  stamps  taken  in  fiayment  for  all  our  >;ood!*  same  as  cash. 
Catalogue  of  ail  ourtfiMxls  mailed  free  on  application.  Address  all  orden  tO 
eitUcr  i>ur  Mtiw  York  or  ChlcoKo  bouse,  whichever  is  nearest  to  yoik 


1 


<^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  -^^ 

130  &  132  Park  Row,'  125  W.  Madison  Street, 

NEW   YORK.  "fSKSr'  CHICAGO.  , 


policy^layerTdream  book 


PRICE   25  CENTS. 


^  with  this  Book  you  have  a  Sore  Guide  to  Laeky  Dr  jama  aB4 
Luck7  Numbers.  It  (rives  you  tlie  True  Interpretation  ofOntxaa, 
and  also  the  Numbers  of  the  Lottery  to  which  they  Appln 
Good  Combinations  to  Play;  Sisrnillcat  ions  of  Canto  Dreamed  ot 
and  their  Numbers,  Combination  Table  for  Saddles,  Qjn  and 
Horses;  Table  for  flndlnif  Lucky  Numbers;  Numbers  of  Imainfl 
of  the  Months;  for  the  Days  of  the  Weeks;  The  Oraealam.  Or  N».| 
fHileon  Bonajiarte'a  Book  of  Fate;  the  Method  of  WorUnc  ths 
(Questions,  theUrotuhim  Table-  In  fact,  this  book  flvea  au  ths 
sure  Kiffiis.  Ynu  can  And  out  by  any  of  these  sure  syMema  troa 
thu  beok  whether  you  will  be  rich  or  poor,  lucky  or  unlnekTi' 
whether  you  will  get  expected  money,  loven,  elotbea,  or  ai^f 
other  article  that  you  may  wt  your  mind  upon.  Do  yon  dream  , 
of  love  or  Kold,  or  of  friendship,  of  foes,  or  of  life  or  deathl  TlklS 
book  will  explain  everything  clearly  to  you.  Tou  can  tall  jooT 
own  fortune  f mm  its  pafes  without  consulting  any  UTtnc  tot^  . 
tune-teller.  This  t>ook  will  be  sent  to  any  addreaa,  uoitpsla,  «• 
receipt  of  price.  ^PoetaKe  stamps  taken  nine  M  osu 


Address  all  orders  to  citherour  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest tOJOQ^ 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Streett 
CHICAGO. 


=sfi 


'V 


Price  aO  Cents. 


|ititt9i;iftif(^e  Stuffd^e  unb  @ebicf|te,  G:ou^(et^ 

lo8  «btn  erf (ftienene ®u4  \oVi  toorjugStof i?e  bcftintmt  f eitt,  alien  bencn  oI§  SDcptocifer 
lubienen,  wel^e  mitaJortrogen  au3  bent  ©ebiete  b«r  beiteren  Titbtung  in  (iJcjeUldiafts. 
ftetfen  fid)  58eifall  erringen  wotlcn.  ffS  entbolt  etnc  rei(bbflttio«  Samtnlung  bumorifti= 
1(^«t  iBortrogSftiirfe  toon  ftprobter  SBirtfamfeit,  jo  bafe  ^eber  etroaS  fur  il)n '4.<afit'n6c5 
borin  flnbtn  wirb.    „aDct  UJieleS  bringt,  loirb  Wandicm  ctmas  bringcn"  mar  bns 

5JJotto  be§  feerauSgebccS,  unb  nxr  cincn  IMid 
Quf  bQ§  Snbaltioerjeicbnife  Wirft,  tcirfi  baiiiit 
iibereinfltmmen,  bafe  biejeS  ij^iel  erreidjt  ift. 
9Jcben  ben  t)un"'r»oUi'n  Inbtungon  cino^ 
©Qftefli,  ©iSrner,  gop^ir,  1DJauritiu<S,@Qubt), 
flalijdi,  ©iQfebrcnner,  %xoh\\ii,  ic.  jc.  — 
SJamen,  bie  feincS  GotnmcnlatS  bcbiirfcn  — 
finbet  fid)  cine  ganje  ^Ijijat)!  jum  erftcn  Wale 
im  Trurf  ericbeiuenber  Sorfrdgc  ton  in  bicfi= 
oen  ajereinsfreifen  beflbefannten^umoriftcn. 
VlHeS  in  SlQem  gcnommen,  bilbet  biefe§  5Bud) 
ein  bumorifliidjes  ^eflamatorium,  baS  alien 
Srcunben  bc§  ftumorS  unb  ber  f;»citcrfcit  mit 
beflem  ©cwijien  empfoljlen  toerben  fann.  5Bes 
fonberS  \t\  ben  IDiitgliebern  Don  JPereinen, 
u  Iub3  jc.  angeralben,  fit^  in  ben  Scfi^  bcficU 
ben  jufehen;  benn  toie  tnand)er  Son  ibncn 
h)irb  im  ^anttlien=,  iJreunbel.  ober  ©ejoU. 
f(boft§freifc  aufgcforbert,  etroaS  tiorjutragen, 
unb  gerdtb  babet  mnif^tgcringcffietlcgenbeit 
—  tai  einc  ®cbi(bt  ift  ju  long,  baS  anbere 
Xia^i  nid)t  fiir  ben  ^xoei,  bem  cS  bienen  foU, 
u.  \.  ro.  3n  SDJebman'S  9llbum  ift  5HatI)  gc. 
fd)cfft,  bcnn  e§  entbfilt  in  buntcr  ^Ibwcdisliiiig 
fomifie  SDortrage,  GoujiIetS,  Solo^cdierje, 
6nrncoaU»a>ortrQge  jc.,unbjebe03cfd)mad-:-  = 
rid)tunfl  ift  barin  "bertreten.  (?§  voirb  aud) 
I'emjenigen,  toeldjet  feinen  bcflamatortfdicn 
©ebrnud)  babon  madjt,  beim  Sefcn  bobcn 
®enu6  bereiten.  —  tix  ^lufwanb  Don  ,Seit 

unbeelb"" - "     

trnbt  \ 

fcerau.j, —  ^ , , ...  „^ _,.  — ,  ...  ,..,^ „ „... ,  ^^^ 

etnem  wa^iren  SBcbiirfni^  enttpritbt,  ouf  bie  toeiteftg  SJetbreituna  befjelben  tedjncnju 
bilrftn.  

Su  be }ie^f n  bur4  alle  SuAliSnblf r  unb  3' itunpSageiten  in  ben  SBcretnigten  ^taaHn 
unb  Sanaba,  fonie  gegen  Sinfenbung  CcS  SetrageS  in  ^Tiefmarfdi  bi((tt  unb  fvanto 
toom  i^erauSgeber 


Addreaa  all  orders  to  either  our  ^ew  York  or  Chicogo  house,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  ft  132  Park  Row, 
NEW   YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 


h's  min.^trelsketghei-;, 
'jonundhumsand.ioke;. 


PRICE    25   CENTS. 


*  A  book  fan  and  ninnln«-oT«r  with 
Wi*  ■putting  fun.  It  oontalna  Conun- 
drama  that  will  Mt  tha  whole  oontineni 
■n awing,  and  then  they'll  hare  to j1t« 
^iB  ap  naif  the  time.  Jokea  and  <3aci 
Cor  Xnd  Hen— the  bent  lot  of  theae  fun- 
ny aniwert  and  queetloiit  erer  init»- 
Habed.  Naero  ■ketohea-tha  Mlnrtral 
and  Showman  will  find  In  thla  book  all 
the  aketehea  ther  want  toaeta  houaetn 

•  Hp-roarlooa  fiuurhter.  It  also  con- 
lalaa  all  the  lateat  Jokea  of  Thatcher, 
FHmroae  A  WaaC,  Camcroas',  ana 
Harerly'i  Hlnatrela;  alao  of  auch  eorae- 
dlana  as  Harrlgan  ft  Hart,  BiUr  Sice, 
9w  WilUama,Fat  Rooney,  J.  K.  Bm- 
Mett.  Sam  I>erere,and  mJuiy  othera 
equally  prominent.  In  taet^  it  oontalna 
(he  beet  and  moat  comprenenalTe  col- 
laellon  of  Bketchea,  Conundmma  and 
Jokes  erer  aold  at  ao  low  a  price.    Sent 


hy  mall,  poatjiald,  to  any  addreaa  on 
Moelpt  of  SB  C«nts.  U.  8.  poatage 
ilinipa,  of  any  denomination,  taken 


Incuir— FiTe  eoplee  for  91.  Get  f  oar 
•<  your  frlenda  to  club  in  with  you  at 
M  oenta  each,  "—'^"g  %\  In  all,  and 
thereby  set  your  own  oook  tree.  Thla 
■ffar  holda  good  at  any  tlma.  Remem- 
her  the  title,  "WnoiAir'a  UawnxL 
KROHSB,  OoinTiiDBtTxa  Ain>  JoKxa." 
■and  for  a  tree  oataloflrne  of  Sonca, 
Sooka,  etc.,  etc. 


Addreas  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  bouse,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 


^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^ 

126  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 


ISO  *  138  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


■WEHMANS 


PRACTICAL 


\\mm\k 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 

This  new  Praetioal  Poulrry  Bonk  fills  ft  liiiif:  felt  want  for  a  Complete  and  Standard 
Guide  for  the  Bi vidiiitr  uiid  Mauai.'<»ient  of  I'oultiy  for  Domeslio  I's*-  ami  tlif  Mnrketa, 
Oie  buililiiit; of  Ht'iincries,  anil  nii.di-ls  thcief./r:  IiiculiaU>i>,  E^ru'-Hnlcliine.  «'U'.  \\V  are 
infornii'd,  from  tr>>od  avithoritv,  that  many  old-rasliiniie<]  fxrinerv  are  inclined  t<>  dia- 
credit  the  statement  that  there  is  Money  in  Poultry— why!  biT.tUM-  they  are  not  noiited 
In  the  new  and  improved  idc:is  in  p.iultrv  manatremont.  A  little  trial  of  the  nilo»  laid 
down  in  thiti  book  will  8oon  disoel  all  mis(rivin»;.-<  in  this  direction,  and  tend  to  convince 
the  most  sceptical  that  there  is  Money  in  Pouhry-Keepinif.  Kvery  farmer,  every  bn'eder, 
every  poultry  dealer,  every  man  or  woman  lia\intfHvailal)le  ir round,  every  i>er8<)n  hnvinK 
one  or  more  fo"  is,  ounbt  to  .secure  a  C'>py  of  this  Imok  ai  once— b«  It  means  U.illni  s  and 
Cents  in  their  iiockets  if  its  iustiuctionsaropra.  tif.  d    iierlintisalllueneeif  .-oiiducteo  aa 

a  biisiiiesK.  The  iiiforiiiHtion  it  contaiiia 
is  not  founded  on  hearsay,  but  was  oi>- 
taiiied  fioni  the  most  rt-liai>le  aouixjea— 
thatis.it  contains  only  praeti"nl  informa- 
tion nhoiit  poultry,  etc.,  such  as  ha.-<  lieen 
tried  for  years  and  found  to  ije  xntisfac- 
tory  linaneiHlly  and  otliei-wise.<*iVe  have 
ppaivd  no  pains,  time  or  ex|HM>8«'  in  jret- 
t4nK  up  this  book,  and  we  feel  confident 
that  it's  "Illy  n  question  of  time  wiieii  we 
will  re<p  tile  finits  of  oiii-  labor  in  tlie 
ehaiH-  of  th<iiis.'in<ls  of  mail  orders  for  tlie 
Kaine,  ns  it  '"siHuiks  for  itself,  "  and  will, 
tln'iefoie,  be  leeniiiiiieiided  by  all  its  pur- 
chasiTS  as  a  Complete  and  KtHiiaartl 
tiuide.  It  is  W'>i  th  many  times  its  cost  to 
even  a  ih-isjii  rea<lint;  it  merely  for  the 
fnstiuction  and  knowledire  it  imtiarts  re- 
eardiiii;  p  diliry  with»ut  any  intention  of 
praeiiciiikr  flie  same,  not  to  say  the  least 


(Price  25  Con  is. 


I  U>WRyJ.-YfEHNAM.RiJBusKETV 

'  I30PAHK  n6w,  N£WYbl^(i.  ;'   ^ 


eardiiii;  p  diliry  with»ut  any  intention  of 
about  i!s  value  to  the  farmer,  breeder,  or 


3  say  th 
er,  f>r#'e 


poultry  dealer.  Any  farmer,  brt-eder,  or 
noultiy  dealer  who  hasn't  a  copy  of 
SVEIISHN'S  ri:A<-TICAL  ruVI.TRY  lioOK  18 
not  aJ>re.4st  of  the  times,  and  is  l<»8in(f 
money  every  ilay  that  he  is  without  it. 
Many  faiinei':)  look  to  their  afrricultiiral 
joniiials  for  infonnation  in  this  IIhOm 
which  i*  very  tfO'd  so  far  as  it  coed,  but* 
It  diK-sii't  rover  the  whole  matter  from 
lx-k;innin(r  to  end  In  one  i-8ue,  while  in 
tliiH  book  tlii'y  can  find  all  the  reliable  in- 
foniialion  they  desire  in  compact  form, 
and  it  costs  but  a  "luarter.  The  follow  iii|; 
ere  a  small  101  lion  of  the  topics  tivated 
ill  this  tuK.k  How  to  Si  art  and  Slock  a 
Hennery:  Poultrv  nouses.  Cheap  and  Expensive;  Yanls  txtv^and  Knelosures;  Poultry 
Keepini.'  for  Froilt;  roultry  on  a  Laive  Scale;  I'ouUry  "taisiinr  a«a  Biisiiiess,  Feedinjr 
anrlLayinpr;  Winter  Eijtt  I'roduction;  TheHuteliiiit;  I'eiiod;  I'lepaiinir  Nests  for  Killers; 
Bpriuff  Bleeding  i.f  Poultry;  The  Hens  for  Kariiicrg,  How  to  Produce  Ijiyers;  Oo'xl  and 
Cheap  Incubator?;  How  to  liaise  Aitilleiallj -Hatched  Chickens;  CaponizinK;  PackiCK 
E^tfsfor  Market;  Packinjf  P'^uliry  for  Market;  Feeding  H"Pp»i-s;  liriiikiiiK  Fountains 
and  Ornin  ('bests;  Etijre  and  Vullets;  Piesei  viiitr  Eiri's;  Diseases  of  Poultry— Chicken 
Cholera.  Pip,  Gapes,  K.iup,  Si-aly  I^-uii,  I-i^'C,  HV>r  EJiiinp,  Cim^-Bound  Fowls,  et-.;  the 
Plymouth  Uocks;  the  Wvand.ttes;  the  Brown  Leghorns;  the  Golden  SpuiKled  Ciwted 
Polish;  the  White  Crcs-ted  l!la'  k  I'olands;  the  Ijinirslians;  the  Silver  Spnntfled  Ham- 
bursrhs;  the  Houdnns;  the  Hurt  Cochins;  the  White  Cochins;  the  AVhite  I>>,'h"rii(<;  the 
Golden  Penciled  Hamburir'Si  the  White  SljaiiKbaes,  the  La  Fleelie  Fowls;  the  Gray 
Dorkinics;  the  Bralinia.s.  Game  Fowls;  nntams,  etc.;  Management  "f  Chickens  Killini; 
Poultry;  Piepaiintr -^vaiiist  Vermin;  Fencin;r;  Maiiaprement  of  Ducks;  Itaisinpr  Turkeys; 
Fattening  Geese,  etc.,  etc.  It  would  take  many  paecs  to  explain  fully  the  merits  ..f  this 
book,  a.s  It  IS  replete  with  eyerythiuK  worth  kno«iii(;  about  the  Breedimr  and  Munajre- 
inent  of  Poultry,  etc.  The  information  it  contains  U  not  only  reliable,  but  modem  and 
economical.  If  you  purcha-se  thi<i  book,  j-ou  will  never  retriot  tiavinf^  done,  for  It  is 
money  wisely  spent.  Do  not.delay  In  semlint-  for  it;  you  nevcrhave  andnevercan  make 
a  better  investment  for  a  quartei .  It  is  pii.fus'ely  Illustrated,  w  ith  handsome  cover,  and 
is  a  flrst-class  hook  in  ever\  1 .  spect.  It  is  s.ld  r.t  a  price  that  places  it  within  reach  of 
•rerybody.^Price  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid. 


AiJdrcssall  orders  to  either  our  Ne"  Yoik  or  t"liic,i>.'0  house,  wliiehe\er  is  ncaiesl  to  yoi; 

^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^r 

130  &  132  Park  Row,  125  W.  Madison  Street, 

NEW    YORK.  CHICAGO. 


WEHMAN'S 


NEW  BQPJJW:^; 


—AND— 


TENTRILOQTJISTS'  GUIDE. 

PRICE  25  CENTS.  i 

Th  i.'!  is  the  latest  and  best  book  published  in  Tt       '••  V*H" 
triloquism,  Second-Sight  and  Fireside       ^amer- 

isrn.  it  is  illustrat<d  with  ov.  r  60 eneraviijjrs.  the  i.  -uctionr 
for  performing  ait-  so  plainly  given  that  any  child,  w.  Ilttl 
praotice,  can  do  them,  as  they  only  require  simple  ^pa- 
ratus.  We  will  mention  a  few  of  the  tricks  in  this  l>ook:  How 
to  cut  a  peck  of  sh.ivintfs  and  chanjre  them  into  a  ribbon— HowtO 
make  a  dime  pass  through  a  tabic— How  to  make  fire  bum  undet 
water— How  to  put  a  ring  throuch  your  cheek  .'-d  then  bring  1? 
on  a  stick— How  to  make  a  l(>af  dance  while  n.  is  baking  In  the 
oven- How  to  cut  off  a  chicken's  head  without  killing  it— How  to 
make  ice  in  Summer— How  to  change  water  into  wine — A  lam^ 
Ciat  will  bum  f  <  t  a  year— How  to  cut  ofl  your  nose— How  to 
make  flreproof  paper— How  to  eat  tow  and  set  it  on  lire  in  yoof 
mouth— How  to  produce  a  mouse  from  a  pack  of  cards— How  to 
tell  the  number  any  person  thinks  of— How  to  tell  in  advance^ 
card  .'■*lect<'d  by  any  one— How  to  tell  if  a  person  is  in  love— • 
How-to  remove  a  man's  shirt  without  taking  off  his  coat  or ' 


How  to  hold  a  gla.<is  of  water  upside  dew  n  w  ithout  spillin,'?  it — How  to  become  a  Ven* 
triloqulst  and  I  50  other  equally  astonishing  tricks,  etc.  Old  and  young  should  no( 
fail  to  get  tins  highly  amusing  and  wonderful  book;  it  will  put  you  on  the  ro«id  to  be 
comeaCreat  Magician,  buch  as  ilemiana,  Ueller  and  others.  Don't  fail  to  ir*ttt 
only  25  cents,  I'J  uiail,  po.-i-i>.iid. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whichever  is  nearest  to  yon. 

^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^ 

130  &  13S  Park  Row,  125  W.  Madison  Street, 

NEW  YORK.  CHICAGO. 


WEHMANS 


SONG  BOOK  N? 


31 


113 

The  Latest 


Songs.    Price  1 0  Cents. 

M  Best  Collectioii  of  Fopniar  Soms  Eitant. 


CONTENTS 


Ann— Ina  Very  PilTi 
'iliousaiiil  fi)  Oiu> 
8orrv,  My  Hoy,  V 
on  Kiiwiiiif  Me- 
Viilnw  Dunn— l,i 


J— A  Little  He  aid  "ii  a  Y"iiii(;  Mnn  Oivw— Answer— As  Ony  A"  n  Pfoer 


DiDw  II  Kyo.i  HiK'lliiit  I.ittlH  M^iiiUii— iliintj  My  n^y  Huck  Ak»"'  — "»'•'•■''  "n 


ill  llio  i'.. 

(Jiir  Blo.k—  Halo 
— CobAi'hs  on  tlu» 
CnHtawavrt  —  l><iwii 
Danny  TitkiM  Aft' 
Two-Fitflitut  (•«! 
Tenr  Airaiii-  (ii-n 
Puitv.fio.iii  Py.'- 

—  It  G.iHSWltlKll'l 

DuiiiMK-,  Tell  Mov  II  li  Yor.r  Kvrs— Irish  r.ikei-l  lub- 1  Ti  uicil  11»  r  Utile  F<><tstfl'S  i:i  I  ho 


'»  Teui«— nruliil  Muich-('liu'ki>lii<ldy-('iij)iil— t'nu'y'n  rnll— C  itv  N'-aJf 
IVall— (>»ulil  I  <.)iily  Spitt  tli«>  WiiiiuT— roining  Honix  from  Mi-('!lnK  — 
in  (lossip  Uow— DaiKV  la  Dond  — Don't  Yon  Darn  to  Do  It,  iJooiije — 
r  lli!<  I'nilKT— Krin  Is  Mv  !l<>nii>— Krost  npon  tin-  I'nne— Kora  WVfk  or 
a<l;i  Heiwctn  Morriwy  an<l  Het*iiiiii— Kirfiiioii's  Hoy— GilliimiiV  on  a 
Iv  Dii<"»  ilio  Trick— Cioiiiir  H'^niu  »iUi  Nolly  Affor  B'i%e-(i<«)<IH)i-,  old 
Oirl  V  ith  tho  I'litt-iit  KolltT-Sl.ates— net  on  to  Kcilly-Ih-nit  of  .My  lit  art 
iiiKl  of  lia-I  U..r  It-1  WMx  Ho  W«-if  lUrc  ToMkrtit-lf  You  l.ovi.  Me. 


I'vo  U'..rKCHl  Kiirlit  iroura  Tliin  Duv-  I  Am  \Vn>titij{  at  tlie  Door.  Mi>iy 
•r.  rit  l'la»-i — I  Slmll  Mnvo 'l-.iii—IriHh  Kow-lsii'tU  Awfully  Hot?  It'sa 
I  Know  — J  Will  1 1  •  Si  c  Nellio  Oiii'o  Moie((,tn  limtitV  KiiiUfM  >  I'm 
I'ro  'foil  Ijite— I'll  <io  lir.rk  to  J!y  <.)lil  L"vc  AK"i«-J>'»t  Anotlu-r  Iv<i-p 
Ift!l<»  Siirn  ii  (.one— IJtiio  Prctcar  I!oy-Littlo  llonseliolil  Kxutt  l.lttlo 
loTilii-'n  llrovc— My  Hnv  liill.  Rpfitntion-MrFadilen's  I'ji-Towii  Flat 
—Sir.  Mulpahey,  I4.iuire-Mii>ii«l  K!Ht— Molly— My  Little  PkIi- Door- Motlii-r's  (JoclMu'ht 
Kiw— Mr.  Ituriiey  Hvnn— Jlciiullln'fl  lloiiio  ilnii- Mi-Nullv,  You'ro  a  Dol»y  —  Nt'llu-  Lost 
and  Found— Nevo  ■,  NevtT,  No  More— Not  in  aTliounnnd  Vcnrs-Olil  Tuls— Old  MiiSiMu-hu- 
aetbi'  Ninih— Oh!  Takt<  Caio  of  It— I'nlv  a  Iitnr  Mtlln  Mnr- Oli!  Wi  ut  an  Altoiati'.n— 
off.  Very  Much  (  ir-»>M  Loi»  Ciiliin  ju"t>.e  D«-ll— OM  Liaihcr  Breoi'hm-Old  Hi.  kor>'s 


Ilaya— I'cjfsry  Ma 
t'iiat-K.illerSUa 
Wrontf  wltlith.5  V 
8lie  Lives  on  Mur 
-Tliere  Fm  No  li 


■lie— i'ltchirof  lieer— I'lMir  Vlil  Mniii-  K  II  on.  Silver  Moon  — HntKed 

iiiu  Kiiil;— Kfuson  Why  Il'n  Si— Kioif  the  Ilell  Softly— Sonietliinu  Weut 

rkR— StipJ)iit  <'ar— HheM  Kent  Them  AilforMe— Senteneeil  to  Death — 

ly  Hill-  She  Work^  tl^p  Little  liack.  t  This  Way-  Snv  a  Kind  Wo  d.  Ijivo 

<"arries<>n— That  S'everl'ould  H^inpen 


lie  l.ike  My  O'vn— That's  How  He  < 


Hifre-TlmtV  Wli  t  He  Did  for  His  Country - 
(iood  Mhii  t«one 


I  •   I      For  snle  by  i 


and  l\iii!i(]it,  or 
10  Cents  by 


K 


130  &  132 
NEW 


Till  Years  in  Cherry  Hill— There' 


1  ll^Hipen 
Anothei 


her 
iVrone— T:ike  Me  Dark  to  Homo  and  Slotlier— What  Can  I  Tell  llirt— 
Wait  a.  Little  Hit  -Widow  Clancy 'a  I'urty—Wabh-Tub  Souk  (Auiile  l'ixJey'H)  —  Wlieru  Uie 
Sweet  Uii^ooUu  C  rows. 

Also  Parddies  i  nthe  fnllov\in(r  aonpa;— Comrades— Down  en  the  Farm— Here  Lie<iaa 
Actor— it's  for  M  iiey— Mottoes  ti. at  Aro  I'luio,  J  upon  tho  Wall— Wiioro  Cou  tllO  Wan- 
derer He!— M'lgifi  I  aarphy'd  Home. 


11  Booksellers  and  N(\vs>iloaler3  thrnnghniit  the  Unltod  States 
ivill  lie  pent  to  iitiy  aiKlrcs,  by  mail,  poet-paiil,  on  receiiit  of 
the  publisher.    U.  S.  poffiifje  pianipu  taken  euiiic  as  casli. 


Address  all  ordjr  i  to  cither  cur  New  icrk  or  Chlcaito  Hoii.':o,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  y«S. 


HEMRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


Park  Row, 
VORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 


JUST  PUBLISH£D. 


••RIllB^-SQNG  BOOK 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 


Si:'C.-i3BJK  : 


■  Hirer  Ko* — ^illivan  nml  K 
riH'k    '  irow^- 
Wln  n  Mi'.ini 
I'adily's  Al«...' 
l>«'  «<-nt  to  any 


Tliis  r..  ■k.  the  prcnnrl  of  th<»  frr\i>*.  ortfl. 

t  .ins  128  Popular  Comic  and 
Sentimental    Irish    Sons*    and 

SnIladS  ii"'  f"iiiid  in  No.  1  Hoi.k— afiw 
i!  111.  1..  \M- «ill  iiiiiiie  luif.  viz  .V  Handful 
if  l.;iMli  An  Au'ii'"l""al  Iri^h  <iiil  \n 
Iri-h  t':.ir  Day  lliidt'et  Doii.ihue- I5..I.1 
J.nk  lioii.ihoe  Itrii-'ht  Kineriild  l.-loof  the 
Si.i-Hri;:l.t  Little  ^i-ot  on  the  Oiean-t'ol- 
lii:iHn«u-('a->  v'uXVhi.skey  -Daiifi'Urii  n's 
l;..l!li-l'iiie  olii  Iii^li  »;<  iitleniiin- Klan- 
iKiiii.the  Loilnr-tiivenn  Ilomst  Irish  I."vd 
II !  imiiee-  <liuin  LiniMt-tiardeii  where  tho 
I'Mitii-s  (iruw-  iJood-loe,  5lik«*,  (JoiMl-bye. 
I'at- (ire<  ri  AboM-  th-?  Iti'l  llfiian  and 
Siiyeiv- H..W  l':,.li:y  Sl,.I<.tlieU'.iH'-  faddy 
(  aVi  y-  liiiii.^killi  II  Drot'iHiii  Iri>h  Spn-e  ■ 
ln>h  Molly,  O'  Is  that  Mr.  H.illvf  I'm 
I'roiid  I'm   on  Iii-hm.in  r..'in    lri~n  Love- 

1,'tlrri     Iri-U     Sil Imastir    Jolly    IriMi- 

liiriii  Jii-t  to.^liov.  Mv  liisiMi-tsto  Meniiinia 
— JmIiii  liitrlii  ll-Joh"iiiiv  I>o.\K;-  L.ds  Who 
Li..e  in  Ireland— Liiiniitation  of  Johnny 
Itei  l-l.-.ki  :!of  Cold  Kiiiii  Lifuiilation  of 
Jriiius  Loili'.rs—MaiKenna's  Dr-am  Man- 
t!.  Hodni  T;-Morrisviyand  lb"  nan  Fli-'ht  - 
Mnn  that  Sinn  k  U'Ji.'ira-  My  i!..nny  Lilior- 
in;»  B>.v-Mr.  MeAnnllvnnd  His  Oiild  Hiu'l- 
Hilt- Mr  K.i'hiT  SoiiliM  iiarcoal-  Mi-s.  Me- 
l«au!rl.linV  lail v— Omt  the  Monndun  old 
I>ritli>T  r.i<  I '•lies-()!.l  Itoir  Holi'- l•.•l.'t'r 
0'.M.><.rl^— I'lit  l;o-ii-hnt  the  riMy-1'oorIri-.li 
Mill-till— I'al's  K<  f  iJo  lilai-k  OS  Hi'it  ISeen 
rainled— I'n  ttv  M.".rv.  the  Dairymnn's 
Dain.'hter— I'lojilv  Mai-'eo's  Dream- I'nddy 
Slinv— r.vblv  M.le<i-  I'etlieoat  Ijine— Hm-ky 
l:.:i'I  to  Duliliii- Kemindsr,  Hoy,  Yon'r.i 
Irish-ltoseof  Trnlei«~l;..imbler  from  (!laro 
Irain  Fi;'!if— There  N'vir  was  a  Coward  where  the  Hliam- 

iiiiM-rrirv    Cbri-feiiintr -Tiddv    M'Clvnn— llin-o    I>aves  of   Sliainn-'k 
I.. Is  a  Job-Where  is  Kithleen-  -Wrltien  In  T..tters  of  Ciold-Why 
I'o-r-and  54  other  equally  popular  Sones.   Thisbonu  «iii 

ddr.-s,  t.y  „.:iii.  ,.„.•, ,.M.i,  ui,  roe.  i;,t  of  TVVENTY-PIVE.CENT8. 


rr-srJ:'  r^jr- 


?JiL^***»    ? 


Address  all  orr*  >r»»o*>it>i»Tonr  N.  «  Voik  ..i(  jiii-.-iiro  House,  whloh<>TerlDnear<>sttoyaa. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  1312  Park  Row, 
NE>V   YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 
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146  Songs.    Price  10  Cents. 

Tie  Latest  ani  Best  Collection  of  Foplar  Sonis  Extant. 

CONTENT8'-Abmhniii'sDan(rhterC,')-A  J. >b  Lot- AlnlMimaSnin— All  on  Account 

of  the  I'liie     A lean  Hoy-Arkaii.sas  Traveller— A  AVi, man  in  llieCa,«'—hanks  of  Sweet 

Dundee  -Hiittle-Ciy  of  Freed.. m- Hen  Holt'fi  (iravt — HenHolt'xUeiilv-Uetween  Love  and 
Diity-lJIiil  of  Kiuu— Hoanlint;  House-  n.niny  Huneh  of  Uom.s- Boiiiit  Jean— Ilioken 
D.iwu  -Child'8  Wish-Chridtmas  Tree-Claiiey's  Tioller—Coinln' thro' the  Kye— Ci-oppy 
Hoy -Dturesi,  Then  I'll  Ixjve  Thee  More— D.  ar  Heart.  I.eHvc  Me  Not— Deei»,  Hlile  Sea— 
Don't  He  Antriy  with  Me,  Dnrlintr— Down  In  de  Cu'ul-iel'-  DrcainiiiK  of  l|..me  and 
Mother-DiivenfroniHome— Diildin  Hay— Dumb  Wife— KiL'lit  HotirH'  Wurk.KiKl>t  Iloura' 
I'ay-Kver  of  Thee— Kverybody'H  Friend-Four  Little  Cm U  Headed  Cooim-  Uai held— 
Cone.  (). me,  (ione- Happy  He  Thy  Dieamx— Harp  that  Onee  tliio'  Tara'K  Hulls— lUve 
Voil  Seen  Dan  MeKeiina!- lie  (i..t  Kedy  to  DeMilt  Me  -He's  Tiill.iiifr  throii^'h  HiB  Hat- 
He  Never  Smiled  A(;aio-  Hi  Tiddley-Hi-Ti-  Hnii»;rv  Man  from  <  am. leu  1  Am  Not  Itaby 
.MeKee  -  I'm  Not  Old  Knoiiuh  to  Kuow-I  Dieantt  t)iat  I  Dv  elt  in  Marble  Iluiln- 1  I>ut  It 
On  Iiliih  Are  True- Isle  <Jo  Hhiekwell-Ifs -Way  (>ut  of  Si«ht-'Tis  but  a  Little  Faded 
Flower-  It'«  Hard  to  He  a  Ni^-ucr-  It'Hlhe  Hat  that  Makes  the  Man-1  Want  aSiiuntion- 
.lennie  and  Joe-Jerwy  Smo. -.r  Fitly  Years  Ako-  Jimmy  Hiildlc- Just  to  See  Mother's 
Face  Once  AK'ain  Katie  O'Hiien—Katty  Avourneen-  Liften  to  the  MiK-kinK-llird~ Little 
Hrowii  JUB-  Little  DiirliiiL',  Now  Uood-Hye— Little  Kva  in  Heaven— Little  Fiuit  Store  oa 
the  Corner- Little  I  i|d  Seven  a  Week— Love  Will  Kind  Its  Own  Ixiyal  Boston  Man- Mabel 
Wultz  Maiiinia  Will  Kock  YoutoSlre)>—.Mavouriieeii— Michael  Davitt -Mistakes  Are  Apt 
t.<  Happen  in  tho  Best  of  Fninilies- Molly,  O— More  Thau  Toi.irue  Can  Till— Mother  Is  » 
Mother  Still— Mother's  Ilcliii-o  on  tho  \iall— Mr.  Struua  on  th»  Truth  Ue.dtaln.ii-Mr. 
Stiaus'B  Advice  to  HrideKr-omx,  lfe»  itation— Mr.  Straus's  School. l>ii^»  Kecilatiou-  Miilli- 
tran's  Off  Atrain  My  Brand  New  I'shovel  -My  Moihei '«  Kiss  W  a.s  the  Sweetert  of  Them 
Ail-Never  in  a  Case  Like  Tliat7-Oh!  What  a  Diireience  in  the  M-riiiiiK— Once  upon  a 
lime  There  Lived  a  Maiden-Oiic  I'oundTwo- Onlv  Fi lends  and  Nothiiiit  Slore— I'owder- 
Monkey  J.H.'-d{al!le  for  a  Wnierbuiy  Wotch-  Hajru'Cil  I'ut  lieeall  that  Sad  tio<nl-Hye— 
Liiiir.  M-iryHill»  I£...ad  to  l{uin-Snal;«  in  tho  Uiass -Speak  Kindly  to  Your  Molbei  — 
Sr.iiy  of  the  B«lls~Story  ..f  thethild  Coiintie-Sliuuij  and  Kntrinn,  Uecitatlon-Stieet 
C«r-Sueh  Were  Not  Sliake»|ieare'H  Woidii- Sweet  Annatxd-S»eet  Orange  Bl.wKoms— 


Sweet  Spirit,  Hear  My  I'layer-SwiiiBintC  In  tho  Lane— Tain-ia  Boonnler-e— Teddy 
McOljnn— Teddy  O'Neal- Texan  Ranker— There's  No  Hiception  Ther»-Thls  Is  the  Town 
for  Nellie— To  Mother,  Hoy,  Ho  True— To  the  lyove  of  My  Youth  I'll  Be  True— T..Ueli  the 


I'hiyed  Mumble|;eB.  KecitiUiou— Whcic  Is  My  Naue>  i— W  illiuut  Thc^e- Yuu  uud  X— You'd 
Heller  Stay  at  Iloinu-I,ad. 

Also  I'AHoniKs  on  the  followinsr  8onprs:-A  Boy's  Best  Friend  Is  His  Mother- Across  the 
Hi  idk'e  He  does  A  .lob  Lot— Comrades-llo  Never  Came  Hack— He  Was  a  I'al  of  Mine— 
HIS  FiinernraTo-Morrow-  I've  Worked  KiL'ht  H..ursTliis  Dav-Iiish  Jubilee— Mary  and 
John— I'icturethat  l»  TurneU  towardthe  Wall— I'luyinatCii  -Twelve Mouths  AgoXo-NiKht. 

For  eale  by  all  Bookscllors  ami  Ncwwlcalers  throiiKhout  the  United  Stales 
nntl  Canada,  or  will  be  sent  to  nuy  uililresu,  by  mail,  i)<)8t-paid,  on  receipt  of 
1 0  f'ents  liy  the  publisher.    U.  S.  poctiiKe  eiaiiiiis  taken  same  as  caeh. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  orChlcajjo  House,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  you. 

El  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW   YORK. 


125  VV.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO.     I 


ISill?S7ililiMiiniTi 


AND  MARRIAGE  EXPLAINED.-^ 


PRICE    25^CENTS.  ( 

It  explains  How  Maldons  may  become  Happy  Wives,  and  Bachelor* 

become  Happy  HuCbandS,  ■!>   a  l.n.f  s|»<-.'..f  tune  an.l  by  easy  methods.     AIbo 

Containing  Complete  Directions  for  Declaring  Intontione,  Accepting 
Vows,  and  Retaining  AfToctlons,  both  Ceforo  nnd  After  Marriage. 

Includiiii^  aTiealise  of  tliu   Etiquette  Of  IVJarriage:  <l..-s nlaUK  tlio  liivilutluiiH, 
the  Dres<es,  tho  Ceremony,  and   tlio  proper  1m  liavior  ot   Isitli  ISriilu  and  Bridegroom, 

whether  In  Public  or  behind  tho  Nuptial  Curtain,   it oUio  teiis plainly 

how  to  be^in  eoiiiUiiK',  the  \my  to  pit  over  bashf.ilnes.s;  tho 
way  to  "Fit  up";  tiiuv\uy  to  l!nd  the  i«>rts|>oCin  a  sweetheart'* 
breast;  tho  way  to  wnto  a  love  letter;  tho  way  to  ea^ily  win  a 
Kirl'scoiLsent;  tho  way  to  pop  the  qiieKti..ii  to  lier;  the  way  "  to 
doupthintfii"  Ix  fore  and  alter  an  enpiKement;  the  way  to  re. 
ceivoaiid  tlio  way  to  deelinoan  olTer;  tho  way  to  "pive  the  mit- 
t«r»"Bente<  ly;  the  way  t')  Iiiako  yo'.irwlf  aui-r-eahlo  diirinir  an 
ei.BaKenient;  the  way  bridesniaiifxaiid  iri°ooniKiiieii  Hhoulduresa 
and  |ierrorni  tlKiriluties;  tho  w.iy  youhhoulil  itetand  thethinBS 
yi.il  should  dont  a  WeddinB  and  Weddiiitf  Jteei  iitions;  the  fur- 
niture, (leeoiali..ns,  ami  b.  havior  in  tho  Bridal  Chainl>er:  tho 
way  to  make  Wiio  and  Hu.sli.'iiid  "  i^eal  liapjiy."  This  Is  jii.st  the 
•(..ok  that  h.is  loiiB  Is-en  wanteil.  It  (.|sak9  In  plain,  honest 
wonls,  reveiilinu  kn.i\vleili;e  that  every  Ixxly  ou^ht  to  know, 
ii|>ou  sulijeetnof  as  vital  i  III  I'ort  to  all  a.s  tliovery  air  welire.athn. 
Neither  those  already  iiiarneil,  nor  thoso  contetnplatiiiB  the 
tyiiiB  of  tho  connubial  knot,  can  nH'onl  to  Im  another  day  with- 
out a  kiiowledfoof  themany  iiiysleriousthiiiBsthutnrcsotnilh- 
fully  and  vividly  expl.iimd  in  this  w.rk.  "It  is  just  the  very 

treatise  to  lie  iirthe  iianda  of  every  YoiJng  Bachelor  or  Maiden,  every  Mar- 
ried Man  or  Woman,  every  Widow  or  Widower,  Young  or  Old.   i" 

addition  to  the  alsivo  it  alM)coiil..i:is  the  I.-iniruai.'"  of  1  ;..\vers,  ]lii-l.:;Mir.s  Command- 
nient.s.  Wife's  Commandinents,  Ver.-ioii.s  of  I.<<ve,  DiiiiiiB-T..lilo  ami  Window  SiKnoliiiB. 
FoRtuBe-Stamp  Fhrtation.andaBreatdealof  tho"  choieest"  love  p<>etry  ever  written.  In 
fact,  there  is  not  a  loiIy  or  B'^itlenian  In  the  world— youiur  or  old,  sinBloor  nianied— who 
cannot  Blean  a  vast  amount  ot  useful  Information  that  v^  ill  enliirhteii  them  ou  all  points 
of  Courtship  and  Marriase,  as  well  as  their  aiiclllary  duties,  plinsiires  and  obliBotions. 
This  is  the  most  completo,  and  by  far  tho  most  valuanlo  wi  >rk  tliat  has  ever  hevw  bmuBht 
out  on  this  all  imiiortant  subject.  Wo  IxB  of  you,  Uiercfon-,  not  to  confound  it  with  any 
of  the  worthless  1.0..1S  bereti.f'.ro  I-  Medb  "t  r.t"'->MtKT  II:e  t  I'le.  TllK  MvktkkV  r,r  I  (.v•• 
(■ol  KTSHIP  ANI>  MaHUIA'IK  KXI'r.AINED.  Price  28  Cents  per  copy.  Clean  and  tinused 
r.  S.  pustOBu  stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 


Afldrcasallorderstoeltherour  New  York  orChleaKO  House,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  yOO. 

HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 
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148  Songs.    Price  10  Cents. 

Tie  latest  anil  Best  Collectioii  of  Poiflar  Songs  Extant. 

CONTENTS  S-A-eolnjr  to  de  Promised  Land-A  Little  Bine  Por(ret-Me-Not-All 
AmoiiK  the  KoBeii— All  for  the  Sake  of  Jack— A  Mother's  Wcltome— And  You  All  Get 
f&id  upon  a  Friday— An  Irish  Oirl'B  Opinion— A  Rustic  and  Ruaty  Old  Time— Barrel  of 
Pork— Battle  of  Bunker  Hill— Bottle  Balfour— Bowery— Cause  of  All  His  Trouble— Clmjie- 
rone— Columbus  Was  an  Irishman — Comtni;  from  the  Matinee— Coster's  Serenade- 
Country  Band — Crini>-Lena— Dear  Old  Home— Doinfr  Dr.  Taimei-  till  the  Pay  Day  Comes 
—Do  They  Miss  Me  at  Home!— Drill,  Ye  Tarriei  9,  Drill— Drum  Solo— Enniscorthy- Erin, 
the  Star  of  the  Sea— Oeonfle — Get  up  E>irly— God  Bless  My  Boy  at  Sea— Half-Past  Nine 
-Have  Another— He  Is  Irish— Heroes  of  Every-Day  Life— Horse-Car  Fiend— Hustxiiid's 
Requiem— Husbands'  Boat— If  I  Had  a  Dollar  Note— I  Have  No  Mother  Now  (OrJe:lnnI 
Version*— I  Have  No  Mother  Now  (New  Version)-!  Know  a  Sweet  Valley— H^oved  You 
Better  than  You  Knew— I'm  the  Man  that  BroUKbt  Ci-lumbus  Over  Here— In  Dreams  I 
Bee  My  Mother— Ireland  at  the  Fair— Irishman  and  the  Whale— Irishman's  Home— It 
Isn't  the  Fault  of  the  Girls- It  Seeins  but  Yesterday— Ii'a  the  SeasoiiiiiK  Wot  Does  It- 
Kiss,  and  Let's  Hake  Up— Kiss  Me  Aeain— Kitty  Nolan— Klein  Threw  21— Lady  in  the  Sun- 
Letter  In  My  Heart— Little  Willie— Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Lonir— Man  lu  the  Moon  Sees 
It  All— Mary  Jane  Casey  from  the  County  Mayo— McGilligan's  Wedding— Miihael  Roy- 
Milwaukee  Fire — Mother's  Twilight  Song— Music  at  Home— My  Heart  Is  Sad  To-Day— My 
Love  Will  Be  Home  in  the  Morning— My  Own  Sweetheart  Marv- My  Pretty  Quadroon— 
My  Sister  Mamie's  Hatr-Nellie  Daily's  Dail-Oh!  Bill.  Do  Be  Still— Oh!  Flossie— Oh!  Had 
We  Some  Bright  Little  Isle  of  Our  Own— Oh!  Look  at  HerCriiiollne— Oh.Sing  that  Plain 
tkve  Air  Again— Old  Folks  at  Home— Old  Gi-ay  Mule— Old  MiU-Wheel— Old,  Old  Friends  in 
the  Old.  Old  Home — Only  a  Hero— On  the  Bridge  at  Twilight— Our  Hands  Have  Met.  but 
Not  Our  Hearts— Out  for  a  Racket- Paddy  Loves  a  Shamrock— I'atent  Bell  Punch— Pha- 
drig  Crohooro;  or:  The  Irish  Lochinvar,  Recitation— Poor  Mick— Pull  the  Bell.  O'Reilly— 
Resolve  to  Be  Merry— Reuben  and  Cynthia— Riug-a- Rosy;  or:  Rosy  and  Joe— Row  the 
Boat  Lightly— Sailor's  Message— Search  the  Page  of  History— Shamrock  Band— She  and 
I  Together- She's  Fair,  She's  Young- Simple  Maiden,  Tell  Me  Why— Sleep,  Baby,  Sleep- 
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I  Write!- Will  You  Join  in  the  Army  of  the  Sweet  Salvation!— World's  Fair— Wreckot  the 
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nesj  Letter- Writer,  as  it  cont^ns  a  large  variety  of  carefully-selected  specimen  Business 
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have  ma<le  the  price  yery  low,  namely:  TWENTY-FIVB  CENTS  per  copy  by 
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•aUKe  1  Do— Hid  ly  Muloney  — Btiitht  Kyed   Lillle  Nell  of  Nanauanselt  Hay- By  the  Sad 

I-iea  Waves -Clii  riniiiK  Lou— I'hild's  Vision -C'loolutte  -  Daisy  Bell— Daiiee  Me  on  Y.mr 
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1 68  Songs,    f  rice  1 0  Cents. 

Tie  Latest  and  Best  Cnllection  of  Fwlar  Songs  Eitanf. 

CONTENTS  '  -A  Hundred  Y'ears  to  Come— Almighty  Dollar— Annie  Lee— A  Silent 
Maiiten  A  Siai  ly  Ni^ht  and  a  Beautiful  Girl— Bad  Coin|)any— Billy's  Api>eal  to  His  Ma— 
B<ioz)-  Is  There— Buy  a  Nice  Little  Homo  in  the  Country— Casey  Social  Cluh — Come  Into 
the  Garden,  Maud  -Come  Back  to  the  Old  Home— Coine,  tjume  to  Me,  Darhng— Come  Sit 
By  My  Side.  Little  Durlinit- Corheit  and  Sullivan  Finht— Cottage  l>y  the  Sea— (-'ni^ie— 
Dad'a  Ked  llarn  -Dancintr  in  the  Bai  n  -DaiKliitr  on  de  Kitchen  Floor— Dating  .M'Call — 
Darlini;  1  Will  Come  Apain— Dear  (dd  Friendly  Faces— Deserter— Do  As  1  Tell  \  ou-  Don't 
Tell  Mi>ther— Dream  Voices— Forsaken,  Ueiitatioii— Friends  of  Ot.her  Da>s-  Full  Moon 
Union— GiifTleis—Oilho'iley,  Y'ou'ie  a  Terror— (Jive  .lolm  L.  Credit  for  Wnat  He  Has  Done 
—0<km1  Health.  Old  Boy— Q<i.>rt  Youiin  Man  Who  Died- Grandad's  Tales  of  (Vlory-Oray 
H.iii-s  of  My  Mother— Heart  Botved  Dottn--Hel)iew  Fancy  Bull— He  Is  an  AiiKel  Now— He 
Stole  My  Suiid«y  Clothes  He's  Cot  a  New  Hat  Now— HeniiesB«>v's  Baliy— Home  Atraiii- 
Hold  the  Fort— I  am  Waitinif ,  Essio  Dear— If  You'll  Be  True  to  Me  - 1  Live  and  Love  Thee 
-  -I'll  Whidtle  in  the  Rest  -In  Our  Backyard  lj»st  Niirht- It  Don't  Belong  to  Mo— It's  Only 
Artitlciul  After  All  -Jiiys.  Itiilies  and  Markii— Jim  and  His  Partner  Joe-  Just  What  1  Ex- 
pected -Kate  O'Grady— Keeley  Cure— Kiss  Mc  as  1  Fall  Asleep-  Kiss  Me  Mother,  Kiss 
Your  Darlin(r— KissiiiK  on  th.-  Slv  -  letter  in  the  Candle-  I,<  t's  Be  iiiiy-Little  Barefoot- 
Little  Black  Cirl  on  the  Wall  -Littlo  liriirht  Eyes  Little  Butt-  icup-  LonK  Aif<>— Lost  and 
Found  Lucky  Horseshoe— Mary  Ann  Mc(iuiie— Meljariy's  New  White  Hat -Memories of 
the  old  Homestead  -Mi^os  Is  Alwuya  ihe  Bom— Molly  ami  I  and  the  Baliy— Mother  and 
Son— My  Cliihlhood's  Hapi>y  H.>iiie— My  Flatt,  My  Flair- My  (iuidinj;  Star  uf  Loni;  A»f<i — 
My  Mary  Green- My  Sweetheart,  Jane— My  Sweetheai  f»  the  Man  in  the  Moon— Never  In- 
troduce Your  Doiialitoa  Pal— No  Jlouey— th«  Kieh  Man  and  Pour  Man— Not  on  Your  Life, 
Says  Dolau—O'Bi ten's  Horse,  Bony|>arfe— Oh,  Pollv!  Pretty  Little  Polly— Old  Church 
Bells— Old  Family  Circle— Old  House  at  Honn;- Old  Han  Dreams-Old  .Man's  Drunk  Airalu 
—Old  oak  tree — Once  only  comes  ihehonr— On  pilnciple  -Only  to  see  her  face  a(tain—Oiily 
•  L-K-k  of  Hair— Owl  and  Ihe  Pussy  Cot— Owl  Critic,  Kecitati..n— Our  Husliands— Our 
We<ldin»r  Jubilee— Paddy.  Walt  Awhih — Commdes  (2  jiarodies)— These  Words  No  Shake- 
Blieaie  Wrote  (parody  ^-I'ictuio  that  We  Won't  Turn  to  the  Wall— Pictures  I've  Taken 
from  Life -Potatoes  Grow  Small  Over  There— Pretty  As  a  Picture— Kailroad  Boy's  Ap- 
peal-Relations—Kememlier  the  Old  Friends  at  Home— Rintf  My  Mother  Wore— Rosej '8 
Lips  Ko.»ie  Mulone — ScIkkjI  bov  Days— Sei.-nti.'ic  Man— Secret  Swcft— See  Him  at  Home — 
She-Slio  Dain-ed-She  Never  Told  MeThat-She  Promised  to  Meet  .Me  Here— Shainus 
O'Brien- Shipniatesan.l  Mes.smates— Since  John  Joined  the  Gents' BowlliiK  Cluh— Since 
Murphy  Broke  His  Pledire—smile'-SomethinK  Occurred— Somethlint  to  Play  with— Sol- 
dier's \\  Ife— .SonK  Dear  Mother  lyovcd  to  Mm;— Taku  ISiick  the  Heart— Take  Your  Feet 
Out  of  the  Sand  and  Stick  Them  in  the  .Mud- Teniiierance  Unifade— That's  the  Girl  Who 
Was  Given  A»ay  with  Half  a  Pound  of  Tea— There's  a  H.nie  for  tile  Wanderer  Still— 
They  Deny  Me  When  Thev'rc  Men  -Thlrieeii  Little  Murphys— Thou  Art  So  Near  and  Yet 
So  Far— Tliou  Can'st  Not  FoiKet— Three  Chrisimas  Eves- To-Day  I've  Made  Sweet  Annie 
Ro..ney  .My  Wife- Trust  the  Hoy  Whose  Motto  Is  •■  Mv  Mother  "  -Two  Sweetheai  t»— Way 
to  Live— Welcome  the  Exile  Honii — We  Parted  by  the  Kivcr  Side— We  Shall  Miss  Them 
Bve  and  Bye— We  Were  IjidsToirether— We'iv  All  Kii;ht  H  hat  aContrast— What's  Y'oup 
Name!  Where  D<y  Yoii  Ijvei— When  I  Was  al^d— WhoiiI'm  .Made Captain— When  Mother 
First  Tauitht  Me  to  Pray- When  .'iUiidav  Conies  Airain- When  the  Swallows  Homenartl 
Fly  -W  hen  Your  .Mother  Leaves  This  World— Where  Hav»«li.!  Girls  All  Gone  Tot— Where 
One  does  We  All  Go— Whether  You  Like  Iter  Not— Why  Does  Mother  Stay  .So  Lontcl— 
Will  .My  Darliiiic  Come  AKaiul-Witheied  Itosebud—Wuiuau'siu  It— Very  (Quietly— Vote*, 
of  Augel  Mollier— Yuu  Cou't  Always  Tell. 


For  sale  by  all  Booksellrrs  and  Newcdealere  tbronphont  the  United  States 
fliid  Cauada,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  aihlrcss,  by  mail,  iiost-paUi,  oa  receipt  of 
10  Cents  by  the  publisher.    U.  S.  postage  t<tani]>9  takcu  euiuo  as  cash. 


Address  oil  orders  to  either  our  New  York  orChlcajjo  House,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  yoo. 
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At  last  it  U  within  the  reach  of  erery  one  to  proeora,  at  •    ., 
tritlinif  cost,  a  complete  band  book  of  Etiquette  and  PoUt«D«M    ' 
that  has  no  i>eer  in  this  country  or  Europe.    This  tiook  baa  noma  : 
of  the  ancient  or  "back-number"  au^Kestions  on  this  all-Imp   . 
isrtant  subject  which,  I  regret  to  sav,  so  many  other  hlgtt*  ;' 
1  iced  books  contain.    It  Is  nota  "haslied-up"  or  "fake"  •dl« 
ii  >n,  but  a  (Irst-i'la,-s,  complete  liand-tj<  >ok  on  a  subject  that  eon.  '; 
eenis  every  livinf;  pers'  iii— a  subject  that  comes  next  In  rank  to   ■ 
cleaiilinesa— In  fact,  a  pi  aftical  iii.-itructor  In  the  art  of  etiquette  - 
and  isiliteness  of  the  present  time.    Good  manners  Is,  as  alnio«| 
everybody  known,  a  vei  y  essential  factor  In  helpinif  anv  on*  to 
attain  oud  command  the  n"-pect of  everybody  with  wnom  b*  .- 
conns  In  contact  -iii.ile  orfeinale  youngorolrt.     ThisbookKlVM 
a  thorouKli  explanation  of  thedcisirtment  of  both  maleaand     ' 
females.    It  t4'acbes  a  |iu°K»n  how  to  bo  courteous  to  all  and  ftiU 
possess  a  cirtain  amonrS  of  di^Tiify  and  self-respect.    Itteachw    ^ 
liow  to  act  in  any  etnertfcncy,  or  cntvr  any  Bociety  without  •m-    • 

.  borrassnient,  and  how  to  avoid  Incorrect  and  vulgar  babita  la 

the  street,  at  home,  or  in  s's-iety.    It  teachen  you  how  to  so  behave  that  your  loclety 
will  be  courted  and  soutrht  after  by  every  one.    By  actint;  upon  the  advice  given  In  tbui 
book,  you  can  gain  access  into  any  family  In  America,  and  then  you  want  nothing  boS 
opportunity  to  dii-tlnguish  yourself.    In  short,  it  Is  the  bi'st-ond  most  compreben«l»«    ' 
treatlseon  the  subject  of  Kti'iuette  and  politeness.    Abstract  of  Contents:  How  to  entar 
a  room  and  how  to  leave  it— flow  to  accost  or  notice  ladies  or  gentlemen  on  the  street—    > 
How  to  dress  well,  and  yet  not  garUhly- How  to  give  and  receive  Introductlona— What  •' 
kind  of  cards  to  have,  and  how  to  present  or  send  them— The  proper  mode  of  Klrinc   •• 
presents— How  to  shake  hands  and  bid  ({ood-bye— How  to  Is'gln,  conduct,  and  andaaoDp    - 
Tsrsatlon— How  to  accompany  acquainiances  on  the  promenade— How  to  seek  a  partnar    -. 
tn  tha  dance,  and  how  to  decline  an  invitation— How  t<>  behave  at  dinners,  either  as  hcMl  ': 
or  riest— How  to  behaye  during  court.'hlp  and  marriage— How  to  *'  play  tha  aSabla?  at    • 
church,  at  partlea,  etc.,  etc.    Price  2S  CentSt  by  niail,  poat-pald. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  Housc,whieheTer  tsnearosttoyoO. 
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